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Melissa 4.0 


Chapter 1 
In which Our Heroine checks back in with her roommate. 


The weekend at Brad’s farm had been the best I’d ever had. Of course, 
what’s not to love about spending three days in the arms of a man who 
could become a muscled giant with a huge dick? The fact that I could 
become a muscled giant with tremendous breasts didn’t hurt, either. 

Derrick gallantly volunteered to let me nap while he drove back to 
Bulwer Elevester University. I let him drive, but I wasn’t interested in 
napping. I was still having too much fun with the nanobots inside the two 
of us. 

“Okay, okay, let’s say you’re in a car that doesn’t have any airbags,” I 
said. 

“Hey, don’t malign my car! This baby has gotten me to and from school 
for years.” He thumped the dashboard. Bits of it flaked off and drifted to 
the floorboard. 

“Telling the truth isn’t maligning. Now hush.” 

“Fine,” he grumbled. 

“So you're in a generic and nameless car that doesn’t have any airbags. 
No biggie! You just need ample breasts to cushion you.” I concentrated on 
making my tits bigger. The ever-present soft buzzing in my ears became 
more audible as the bots kicked into high gear. I’d deliberately worn my 
too-big clothes and no underwear, so I had plenty of room for the reindeer 
games I had in mind. Under the rumpled shirt I could feel the swell of my 
boobs. My nipples slowly pushed against the shirt’s fabric. 

Derrick glanced over. “Melissa, honey, that’s an excellent idea, but I 
don’t see anything happening.” 

“Oh ye of little patience.” I could see the faintest curve of breast through 
my shirt front. “We've got plenty of time before we reach civilization. I 
thought I'd go slow.” 

“Aha! The fatal flaw in your plan! Patience is nice if you have the 
luxury of time. In a car crash you wouldn’t be able to wait for your breasts 
to grow.” 

“Keep your eyes on the road and we won't be in a crash,” I told him. I 
was up several cup-sizes by now. My erect nipples were starting to be 
more visible. 

“Look at that, there is some sign of growth,” Derrick said. 

I sighed. “With skepticism like that, it’s a wonder they’re still going.” 
They were, though. Shall I describe what it felt like to have growing tits? 
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You'd think it would be like blowing up a balloon, but it wasn’t. Instead it 
was as if my breasts tightened up, like a muscle, becoming denser and 
denser. Then, with a thousand pin-pricks, they relaxed, pushing forward 
and out just a little bit. As soon as that was over, they started tightening up 
again. At the speed I was going, each cycle took a few seconds, relentlessly 
adding flesh to my chest. If I went fast, the cycle sped up and the growth 
per cycle was greater as well. 

“T Il be quiet, then,” Derrick said. He could have kept running his mouth 
for all I cared. I was concentrating on the sensation of my tits growing. 
We'd been frantically fucking and experimenting all weekend, and I hadn't 
really paid that much attention to what the changes felt like. 

My shirt front was starting to push out. When I designed how I would 
grow, Id specified that the skin around my breasts should be more resilient 
than normal, to keep me from sagging at reasonably large sizes. At 
unreasonably large sizes, that led to tits that looked like bulbous 
watermelons. I wasn’t there yet, but I would be soon. My skin was pulling 
my tits together, making them slide past the other. 

Pulse, pulse, pinpricks, pinpricks. My shirt rode up my growing 
mammaries, leaving the bottom of them bare. They were beginning to rest 
warmly on my thighs. 

A girl could get really into having growing breasts. This girl could, at 
least. 

“T’m done being quiet,’ Derrick murmured. “I take back what I said. 
There’s plenty of growth there.” 

“This is probably enough to prove my point,” I said. Every time we hit 
a pothole my boobs jiggled, bouncing against the dashboard. “If we were 
to hit something, throwing me forward, then...” I leaned forward. Breast 
flesh welled up, filling the space between me and the dash. I could barely 
see over my boobs. I was only five foot two, and right now probably had a 
good nine or ten inches of breasts when they weren’t squashed. “I trust you 
see the advantage of my breast-bag supplemental restraint system.” 

Derrick said, “I do. Oh, believe me, I do.” From the stress wrinkles in 
his pants, I was very sure what he had on his mind. 

“My goodness, what is going on in those pants of yours?” 

“I think you know exactly what's going on.” The wrinkles were 
becoming more pronounced, except for a very penis-shaped smooth spot 
moving down his pants leg. 

“What’s going long, you mean.” I reached around one breast to put a 
hand on his pants leg. 

“You going to do something about it?” he asked. 

“I probably could, though you'll have to shrink some. Oh, and watch 
the road.” Derrick jerked the wheel to avoid some off-road driving. “On 
second thought, maybe I should wait until we get back to the university.” 

“What? You hussy. Unfaithful tease, to leave me—” A beeping sound 
interrupted him. 


“Ooh, I have cell coverage again. Hang on, I want to check my 
messages.” He kept grumbling while I felt beneath my tits for my purse. 
Id left it in the floorboard somewhere. “Man, these things are a pain in an 
enclosed space.” I shrunk them, much faster than I had grown them. I 
ignored Derrick’s sad “awww” and fished my phone out of my purse. I 
had three messages. 

The first one was from Tara. “Hey, Melissa, I know you’re, heh, busy 
this weekend, but could you give me a quick call? Something’s come up.” 

The second one was also from Tara. “Melissa, this is Tara. Um. Call 
me. Please?” 

The third one? Tara again. “Oh, God, Melissa, you have to call me, I 
don’t know what’s going on.” 

That wasn’t promising. I called our dorm room, but the phone rang 
without anyone answering. When I tried Tara’s cell, I was dumped straight 
to voice mail. “Tara, it’s Melissa. I’ve got cell coverage again. Give me a 
call?” 

Derrick was looking at me, eyebrows raised. “Tara left me three 
messages. She sounded like something bad had happened to her. And she 
didn’t answer when I called our room.” 

“Did you try calling her cell?” 

“Yeah. She didn’t answer there, either.” 

“What do you think she was calling about?” Derrick watched the road, 
not looking at me. 

I shook my head. “I dunno.” 

“Do you think it has something to do with...” His voice trailed off. 

“No! The bots can’t jump from body to body. They can’t even live if 
you take them out of our bodies. It’s not like you’ll sneeze and infect 
people.” Okay, sure, I had infected Rick. And Biff. But that was before I 
fixed the bots’ code to prevent them from traveling through bodily fluids. 
And, yes, I’d had a pretty wild morning of sex with Tara, but that was after 
Id fixed the bots. 

“Okay, if you’re sure,” Derrick said. And I was sure. Mostly sure. 

My stomach clenched. I felt a little nauseous. “That doesn’t stop me 
from worrying about her. We need to get back there.” 

“You can pay my speeding ticket,” he told me as he sped up. 

Luckily, there were no cops lying in wait, and we made it back to BEU 
without a ticket. Derrick pulled into the parking lot behind my dorm. We 
took the stairs two at a time. 

The door to my room was unlocked. I eased it open. “Tara? Are you in 
there?” 

“NO!” The voice was loud and deep. Then a giant shape was barreling 
at me. “NO!” I saw that it was Tara, enlarged beyond belief, naked and 
crying, and then I was knocked on my ass as she ran over me and into the 
staircase behind us, the floor shaking with every ponderous footfall. 
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bruise developing across my midsection. Derrick was slumped against the 
far wall. He’d been sideswiped as well. 

It had happened so fast. 

“Ow,” Derrick said, and then, “I guess it was the bots, huh.” 
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Chapter 2 
In which Our Heroine learns what happened to Tara 


My room was a wreck. It wasn’t very large if you were normal sized. I 
could only imagine how claustrophobic it had felt to Tara. Her cell phone 
had been tossed in one corner. It was caved in from where she’d tried to 
push the buttons. Our landline phone was worse. 

How had this happened? I'd reprogrammed the bots! They couldn't 
have spread to her! 

“How big do you think she was?” Derrick asked. “She looked big.” 

Where was the remote? I had to find that TV remote Pd hacked to 
control the bots, so I could shrink Tara with it. “Have you seen the bot- 
control remote?” 

“She must’ ve been bigger than we ever were. Not that I had that much 
time to see.” 

“Shut up!” How could he chatter on at a time like this? “Just shut up 
and help me find that remote!” 

“Okay, okay. I’m just saying, she was really, really big.” 

The remote was under the couch, which was broken in the middle. 
God, please let the remote not be broken. I pressed “Vol +” and felt my 
body begin to swell. I tamped down on the reaction. “Okay, now we have 
to find her.” 

Her trail wasn’t difficult to follow. She’d headed into the forest behind 
the dorm. Tara had smashed into it, leaving behind broken branches and 
bent trees. “Tara?” I called, and Derrick echoed, “Tara?” 

“Tara, it’s okay! We know what's going on!” We pushed on into the 
forest. “Tara?” 

A minute later we found her. She was curled up in a fetal position under 
a pine tree. Her sides were heaving. I motioned Derrick to stay back out of 
sight while I approached her. 

“Tara, it’s Melissa. It’s okay. It’s going to be okay.” 

She uncurled, moving into a sitting position. “Melissa?” Holy shit. Tara 
was magnificent. Even dirty and scratched, she was a paragon of fitness. 
Sitting down she was as tall as me, which meant she had to be ten or 
eleven feet tall. Her muscles were large, but not excessive for her frame. 
Of course, “not excessive for her frame” meant they were enormous to 
little old me. Her shoulders were broad, her torso tapering down to her 
waist. I could have cleaned clothes on her abs. And her boobs! They were 
beautiful globes, drooping down and out. If I pushed my head into one of 
them I’d be engulfed, and there’d be plenty of flesh left over. 

In short, she had my dream body made gargantuanly larger than life. 

“Its not okay! I’m a freak of nature!” She started crying again, her 
tears leaving clean tracks on her dirty face. 

“No! Don’t say that!” I hugged her, my arms not even coming close to 
encircling her. “Shh, shh, it is going to be okay.” 
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“How? Tell me how it’s going to be okay!” she sobbed. 

I couldn’t stand it any more. Even though I loved how she looked, she 
wasn’t ready for it. I pulled the remote out of my back pocket. “This is 
how.” And I pushed the “Vol -” button. 

It was heartbreaking, watching her stupendous form dwindle away. I 
pulled back as she became smaller and smaller. Those lovely biceps and 
shoulders became rounder and softer. Her tits pulled up and in, no longer 
covering large portions of her torso. Her legs, which had been marvels of 
lean muscle, shrank. 

“Fucking hell, what did you just do?” Tara pulled away from me, her 
entire body tense. 

I sighed. “This is going to take some explaining. Derrick is back there 
waiting for us. I ll go tell him you’ re okay but aren’t in any shape to talk to 
him, and then let’s get you back to our room.” 


I led Tara back and forced her to take a long, hot shower. When she 
came out, wrapped in a fuzzy towel, she was more composed. She sat on 
the bed across from me—my bed, since hers was the worse for wear—and 
said, “Okay, talk.” 

So I talked. I told her more about my project with Dr. Jemmy Bonds 
than she’d ever heard. I explained how I'd been working on adaptive 
algorithms for tiny von Neumann machines. Tara had heard a lot of it before, 
but she’d never paid close attention to my research. She was paying attention 
now. 

When I told her my plans to improve myself through nanobots, she 
grimaced. I explained that I hadn’t planned on trying them out on myself, 
not exactly, but that when Dr. Bonds went on sabbatical, I had gotten 
impatient. I told her about my success in making a tanned, fit version of 
me. 

“Liz!” Tara interrupted. She narrowed her eyes at me. 

“Er, yeah,” I said. “Liz was the upgraded version of me.” 

Someni 

I blushed. “Yeah, we did.” 

“Well, damn, girl! Why didn’t you ever tell me you swung that way?” 

“I didn’t know I did.” There was an awkward silence. 

“So your bots got into me and worked me over?” 

“That's the short version. The longer version involves me learning how 
to control the bots by thought and Derrick doing the same.” 

Tara looked me over. “You can control these things?” 

“Sure.” Rather than say more, I concentrated. Tara seemed to shrink as 
my height increased. “They're very responsive.” 

Tara’s eyes were wide. “You know this is the freakiest thing I’ve ever 
seen. How did your little robots get into me?” 
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Here it was: the million dollar question Id been hoping she wouldn’t 
think to ask. “I’m not really sure.” 

“So you could have infected the entire campus? Or town? My god, am 
I going to be Patient Zero?” 

“Calm down! The bots are engineered so that they can’t live outside a 
human body. You can’t pass the bots around just by being near someone or 
using the same toilet seat as them.” 

“How did I get them, then?” Then the other shoe dropped. Tara put a 
hand over her mouth, eyes wide. “When we fucked. You gave them to me 
then.” 

I winced. It was enough to make me wish Tara wasn’t as quick on the 
uptake. “Maybe. I think so. I’m just not sure. Pd like to do some tests in 
the lab. I can read out the bots’ programming and see if that’s the case.” I 
could find out why the bots hadn’t followed my reprogramming. 

“I want them out! And away from you, if you're contagious!” She 
clasped her knees to her. She looked small, scared. 

“Okay, okay. I can get rid of them for you.” If I did, Tara version two, 
that beautiful creature, would be gone. I'd never have another chance at 
her. “But there are advantages I haven’t mentioned.” I took off my glasses 
and handed them to Tara. “The bots fixed my eyes. Those are plain glass 
glasses. I’ ve been wearing them for a while. And you know how you kept 
hearing me at night? I only have to sleep three hours to be refreshed. P ve 
got no acne. I don’t get cramps once a month. I’ve got more energy than I 
ever had before. I heal fast. And I bet you’ve got the same sort of benefits. 
In fact, look at your cuts.” All of the cuts and scrapes she’d gotten from 
her flight through the forest were gone. 

Tara was quiet for a minute. “Do those benefits go away if you get rid 
of the robots?” 

I shrugged. “No clue.” I took her hands in mine. “Tara, let me examine 
the bots in you. I can figure out what happened and fix the problem. Derrick 
and I can teach you how to control your bots.” I smiled encouragingly. 
“Think how great it would be to be able to keep fit without exercising.” 

“T don’t know...” 

“C’mon. I examine you, I fix things, and if you decide you want the 
bots gone, poof, they’re gone. It’s the same offer I made Derrick, and he’s 
been thrilled with the results.” I gave her my phone. “Give him a call and 
see what he has to say. Besides, I know he’s worried about you.” 

Tara held the phone in her hand, staring at it. She found Derrick’s number 
and called it. He must have been waiting for the call, because it barely had 
time to ring before Tara was saying, “No, this isn’t Melissa, it’s Tara. Yeah. 
Yeah, I’m better. Freaked out, but better. No, she doesn’t know how I got 
the robots in me. They’re still in me. Uh huh. She’s trying to talk me into 
keeping them. She talked you into taking the robots in the first place? Uh 
huh.” Their conversation went on like this for a while. I amused myself by 


putting the bots through their paces with tasks like increasing the size of 
one breast while keeping the other breast small. 

Tara finally hung up. “I’m in. For now. Assuming you can find out 
what happened.” 

“Before we do that, will you tell me what happened? I mean, I can 
guess some of it, but I’d like to know the full story.” 

Tara sat there in her towel, looking a little lost, and told me. She’d been 
feeling really good for about a week. Friday she’d felt better than ever. 
She’d lifted weights, jogged, and gone to a party. She’d come back, fallen 
asleep, and woken up feeling swollen. Her body felt puffy. That’s when 
she’d made the first call to me. 

She pulled on some sweats, grabbed lunch and came back to do some 
homework. She worked for a while, until her body began itching all over. 
She started worrying that she was having an allergic reaction to something, 
so she went to take a shower and go to the student wellness center. That’s 
when she discovered that her tits were bigger and she was more muscular 
than before. 

The nurse on duty couldn’t find anything wrong with her. She’d declared 
Tara to be in exemplary shape and sent her home with instructions to go to 
the emergency room if she started feeling bad. On the way back she tried 
to call me again. 

For once Tara decided to skip a party, staying home instead. She dozed 
off watching TV, but woke up with her whole body aching. She realized 
that she could see herself slowly growing. That’s when she made her third 
and final attempt to call me. 

Early on my growth had been disturbing when I was expecting it, and 
frightening when I wasn’t. How much worse if you were growing and had 
no idea why it was happening? Tara had cowered in our room as she grew 
to six feet tall over the course of an hour. Then she’d grown to seven feet. 
Then eight. Her muscles had swelled and her tits had ballooned. She 
couldn’t fit into any of her clothes. By midnight her head almost reached 
the ceiling. By 12:30 she couldn’t stand up straight. Her tits filled her 
torso. She broke the couch when she sat on it. She tried to call me but, 
unused to her strength, she crushed her tiny plastic cell phone. The same 
fate befell our landline phone. She had turned into a goddess frightened of 
herself. 

Tara finished her story. She stared at her feet, her mind far away. “I’m 
so sorry,” I told her. “I would never have wished this on you.” 

“Yeah, well.” She stood. “Let’s go find out what’s wrong before I have 
another accident.” 
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Chapter 3 
In which Our Heroine experiences a flash of hubris 


We went to the bio sci building and into my lab. Thanks to Derrick and 
me experimenting with the bots, I had everything I needed to find out what 
had gone wrong. “These are small microwave detectors,” I told Tara as I 
attached them to her forehead and forearms. “They’ll listen to the robots 
and tell us what they’re saying.” 

“Okay, sure,” she said. Tara looked like she was having second thoughts. 

“Don’t worry, they're not gossiping about you. P11 need the microwave 
signal generator to talk back to them.” Someone had wheeled the sig gen 
off into a corner. The janitors were supposed to know better than to move 
equipment. I grumbled to myself as I dragged it back to my main setup. 

“Are these things going to cook me?” Tara asked. 

“Nah. These things don’t put out enough energy to be dangerous.” 

I spent the next fifteen minutes checking my hookups, running 
diagnostics, and in general doing the boring stuff that makes up ninety 
percent of lab work. Finally, “I’m ready now.” 

“Good. Let’s get this over with.” 

Tara’s bots answered my call, thank goodness. If they’d gone completely 
rogue I'd have been in trouble. They dutifully dumped all of their 
programming into my lab computer, the better for me to pore over what 
might have gone wrong. 

“All done.” 

“Really? That was fast. So what did you find out?” 

“That it’s going to take me a while to figure out what happened.” Tara 
frowned at me. “Hey, relax. It won’t take that long. I tell you what. Let’s 
get Derrick in here to teach you how to control your bots. He’s got a 
biofeedback routine that works wonders.” 

“Well, all right.” 

Derrick didn’t take long to arrive. He came in and hugged Tara. “Are 
you okay?” Tara nodded. “Do you know what happened yet?” he asked 
me. 

“Not yet. Give me a little time.” I gathered up some of the microwave 
detectors and gave them to Derrick. “Meanwhile, why don’t you teach 
Tara how to be a nanobot whisperer.” 

With the two of them out of the way I could concentrate on what Tara’s 
bots had been doing. Their programming was extremely similar to those of 
my bots. The prohibition against them infecting others unless ordered to 
do so was still in there. Once they keyed to a person’s body chemistry, they 
were there for good. No more accidental infections, luckily. 

That left the gaping question of what exactly had happened. That took 
some digging. I eventually traced the command history back to the point 
of origin: a command from my bots to jump from me to her. 
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What the hell? P d never sent any such command. I’d have remembered 
it if I had. Right? 

Aw, great. Just great. I was going to have to look at my own bots’ 
command history and tease out what had happened. I hooked myself up 
and downloaded a data dump from my little guys. Then it was back to 
reading code and log files, digging through a digital compost heap. I really 
should have devised better file structures when I first started programming 
the bots. 

There. Hidden in a mass of commands—my, I'd been busy that day— 
was one to colonize another person. The date stamp matched that of Tara’s 
bots. But that still didn’t make any sense. I absolutely positively never 
made such a command, mainly because I didn’t know it was possible. 

The command had some extra data associated with it. I hadn't paid it 
any attention before, figuring it was just the kind of cruft that accumulated 
when you let programs accrete. I was always finding what I thought were 
useless and unused bits of data in the bots’ files. But there had been times 
before when such data turned out to be used in unexpected ways. Time to 
trace through the command logging code. 

That turned up a plethora of information. The bots were getting smarter 
about the information they kept regarding commands. They were now 
adding pointers to other, related commands to make their optimization 
easier. They were also explicitly tagging the source of commands: from 
me, from other bots, from various algorithms...and from me. Why did my 
commands have two different codes? 

That question eventually led me to the discovery that the bots would 
now act on unvocalized commands. That second code roughly stood for 
“this is something she wants done even if she doesn’t know she wants it.” 
Somewhere deep inside, I must have wanted Tara to become a muscle 
goddess. No wonder she had the body I fantasized about. The bots had 
made my fantasies a reality. It’s a wonder I hadn’t done the same to Derrick 
before I had gotten his permission to inject the bots into him. 

In fact, it did happen with Derrick, as I discovered when I grepped 
through my logs. 

Oh. My. God. This was not good. This was so not good. In fact, this 
was whole new levels of not good, so far above previous examples of not 
good that I was going to need a whole new scale of not-goodness with 
which to measure it. 

My hands were shaking. What else had I done without knowing it? I 
paged through the logs, letting out my breath when I turned up nothing 
else of note. 

Right, the bots weren’t going to do that again. I started coding up a 
block on fulfilling unvocalized commands. I quickly ran into a problem: 
how to do that without destroying the bots’ ability to optimize on their 
own. Frustrated, I hacked around the problem. Instead of blocking the 
commands, I lowered their priority so that they could always be overridden 
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by a vocalized command. As an added precaution, I marked some functions 
as verboten unless commanded by an external source such as my sig gen or 
consciously and deliberately invoked by thinking a specific sequence of 
words. The ability to spread to other people was first on my do-not-allow 
list. 

When I was finished I uploaded the patch into my bots. Then I sat there, 
overwhelmed by what I was doing. I was hacking my basic biology with 
abandon, and worse, now I was doing the same to Tara and Derrick. It 
could all come crashing down about my ears and leave me dead or, more 
chillingly, a prisoner in my own body. 

Maybe I should wipe the bots. Get rid of them and forget this whole 
project ever existed. I'd give the more theoretical parts of my work to Dr. 
Bonds and walk away a free woman. 

Tara and Derrick crashed open the lab doors. Tara was giggling, her 
face red. Derrick was laughing, the skin at the corner of his eyes crinkling. 
“Melissa, you should have seen it—” 

“Shut up, shut up, you said you wouldn’t tell her,” Tara laughed. 

“She’s staring at the screen, saying, “Oh, Derrick, I can’t make it work, 
is something wrong, maybe I should get rid of the bots!’ And all the time 
her chest is inflating, and [have to glance away and demurely point out to 
her that it was working just fine.” 

“You sure took your sweet time,” said Tara, her smile wider than ever. 
“I was focusing so hard on the monitor that I didn’t notice anything. And 
Mister Demure here waits until I’m huge before he says something.” 

I forced myself to grin. “Since you’re not huge now, I guess you’ve 
figured out how to control them.” 

“I don’t know how much I’ve really figured out, but ve made a good 
start.” 

“Huge progress,” Derrick murmured. 

“Shut up,” Tara told Derrick again. “I can hear them buzzing like you 
said I would. But it’s going to take me a while to really understand how to 
use the robots.” 

“T'm sure it won’t take you long,” I told her. 

“What about you?” asked Derrick. “Any luck?” 

“You bet. It turns out the bots jumped from me to her because we were 
in such close proximity for an extended period of time.” I was lying, and 
the way Tara was looking at her feet, she knew I was lying. Of course, she 
thought I was lying so Derrick wouldn’t know she and I had had sex. If 
only I dared tell her the truth. “Maybe I got some blood on her when I was 
shaving or something. It doesn’t matter, because I found the mistake in the 
code, fixed it, and uploaded the patch into my bots. You two are next. After 
this, we'll be safe as houses.” 

Both of them let me beam the new code to their bots. I couldn’t believe 
they were trusting me to do this. ld just have to make sure that nothing 
else went wrong. 
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“Oh,” Derrick said, “I have a theory about why Tara could be so much 
taller than we’ve ever been.” 

“What?” said Tara. “I assumed you guys could grow like I did.” 

“We can grow like you,” Derrick told her. “Just not as big.” Though we 
could get close. The warm thought of how Derrick and I spent the weekend 
all big and snuggly was almost enough to banish my gloom. 

“Really? That’s weird.” 

“I think I know why, though. The bots clearly build on your base 
anatomy. I’m the tallest, but I’ m pretty out of shape. Melissa’s more fit 
than I am, but she’s the shortest. You’re of average height and way more 
fit than either of us.” 

I hadn’t thought about it, but Derrick was certainly right about our 
fitness levels. Before the bots optimized me I would go running a couple 
of nights a week, but Tara was religious about her workouts. She ran, she 
lifted, she played racquetball. Even without the bots her body was lean 
and muscled. On that kind of foundation, the bots had been able to build a 
tower of muscle and height. 

“I can’t help it if ’m special,” Tara said. 

“We’ll see if you keep working out now that you don’t have to,” I told 
Tara. 

“Is that really true?” she asked. “I didn’t know if you were pulling my 
leg about that.” 

“It’s true,” I said. “I stopped running a while ago and I m still in decent 
shape. The bots optimize your body, and part of that optimization is keeping 
you as healthy as possible.” 

“How about that. I think I'll still play racquetball.” 

“Just wait until you see how you do once your reaction time speeds 
up.” 

“They do that too?” Tara said, looking the most excited I’d seen her 
yet. 

“I don’t know, but I bet they do.” 

“Awesome.” 

Tiredness washed through me. Optimized or no, I could still push myself 
beyond my limits, and a weekend of almost non-stop sex followed by 
Tara’s problem and what I’d found out about the bots listening in on my 
subconscious desires had worn me out. “I’m going to clean up in here. You 
guys go on if you want.” 

“See you back in the room,” Tara said. “Right now I’m going to get 
something to eat. I’m starving.” 

After she had gone, I turned to Derrick. “Am I doing the right thing, 
bringing her in like this?” 

“T didn’t know you ever had second thoughts.” When he saw how serious 
I was, Derrick stopped smiling. “I don’t know. But once the bots got into 
her, you didn’t have many choices. We’ll be safer if she has the bots and 
enjoys using them. Otherwise, she might have gone to a doctor and gotten 
us all quarantined.” 

“Yeah, I guess.” I hugged him. “It’s been a long day. Just hold me.” He 
did, while I watched dust drift through the sun slanting in the windows. 
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Chapter 4 
In which Our Heroine finds out other 
people can make discoveries 


When I got back to our room that evening, Tara was standing nude in 
front of the mirror. She didn’t look any different than she had earlier. All 
she was doing was looking at herself. 

“Uh, are you okay?” I asked her. I still had the remote. If she went crazy 
I could dump the bots out of her. 

“Yeah.” 

Her stillness was starting to creep me out. “You sure? What’re you 
doing?” 

“Just thinking,” she said. She wasn’t looking at me. Yeah, this wasn’t 
helping me feel less creeped out. 

“What about?” 

She finally looked at me. “Sorry, I was just thinking about what all I 
wanted to try.” 

“Sure. Carry on, I guess. I’m going to watch some TV from our broken 
couch.” 

I must’ ve spent an hour watching TV and the whole time Tara stood in 
front of that mirror. She occasionally turned so she could see a different 
part of her. It was the most intense self-scrutiny I’d ever seen. 

When she was done she pulled on her pyjamas and then sat on the floor 
in front of me. If she’d joined me on the couch we would have been tumbled 
together in the middle. “What are we going to do about our room?” 

I shrugged. “Most of the broken stuff is the university’s. I say we clean 
up what we can and see if we can secretly swap out some of our furniture 
for unbroken pieces.” 

“Ooh, I have an idea,” Tara said. She went padding down the hall. I 
waited, wondering just what she had in mind. When she came back, she 
had a key dangling from one hand. “Come on. The RA owes me a favor, so 
she’s letting me swap furniture from the empty room down the hall.” 

The room was a little dusty, but at least it had an unbroken couch and 
bed. We took up positions on either end of the couch and lifted. “Oof, this 
is heavy,” Tara complained. 

“You know how we fix that,” I said, my biceps and chest protruding 
with growing muscle. 

“Hey, good point!” I could see her tits rising under her pyjama top, 
pushed out by her pectorals. Her already-firm arms grew larger. 

We swapped couches, then took the beds apart and swapped them. The 
bedrails on Tara’s old bed were extremely bent. “I wonder what the 
maintenance crew will say when they see this over the summer,” I said. 

“They won't care. They’ll be too tired from swapping out mattresses 
and lugging furniture around.” Tara pushed her hair out of her face. “I’d 
better go return this key.” 
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“Uh, Tara?” 

BBY CS), = 

“You might want to shrink first.” Neither of us was so big that people 
were likely to notice, but we might as well be careful. 

“Oops, good point.” We both returned to normal, stepping out of the 
empty dorm room and locking it behind us. 

Later that night, just as I was drifting off to sleep, Tara said, “Melissa?” 

“Mmm?” 

“What all can the robots do?” 

“Nanobots,” I corrected her sleepily. 

“Whatever. Do you have a list or something?” 

“Not really. The bots run on adaptive algorithms. Instead of telling them 
how to do things, I let them figure it out on their own, based on a general 
knowledge of how our bodies work. I also commanded them to make our 
bodies better, but I don’t know what all they're doing to improve us. We’ Il 
just have to try different things and see how they work. Lemme know if 
you figure out anything cool.” I stretched. 

I woke up about an hour before Tara did, so I kept the TV on low. When 
she got up, she looked completely refreshed. “Did you get enough sleep?” 
I asked her. 

“Tt sure feels like it,” she said, sounding surprised. Then she grinned. “I 
could get used to this.” 

Pd been worried that Tara might have second thoughts about the bots 
after a day or two, especially after she’d spent so much time staring at 
herself in the mirror. Based on what happened that afternoon, it turned out 
I was worried for nothing. 

Pd gotten back from class and, since Tara was somewhere else and 
Derrick was busy today, I passed the time reading. When our door opened 
I looked up to see Tara. The first words out of her mouth were, “I figured 
out something cool.” 

She looked different, though I wasn’t sure how. You know how it is 
when someone changes their hair color or loses weight, but at first you 
can’t tell what's changed? It was like that. I knew she’d done something; I 
just couldn’t tell what. 

Then it hit me: she looked a lot younger than she normally did. “Good 
grief, you could be fifteen!” She had that look that young teenage girls 
have right as they’re in the midst of puberty. Her skin was taut and free of 
wrinkles. Her breasts rode extremely high on her chest, firm flesh peeking 
out of the layered tank top she was wearing. Her legs were long and lean, 
thrusting out of short shorts that rode down over her tan hips. She even 
captured that indescribable something that made a lot of teenage girls look 
like they were about to burst right out of their skin, all horniness and energy. 
“How’d you do it?” 

“I thought about looking like I did when I was a teenager. Nothing 
much happened, but then a few hours later, I felt myself firming up all 
over.” She turned in a circle. “So I went and bought some new clothes.” 
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“You looked like that when you were a teenager?” 

Tara smiled. “Okay, it’s an idealized version of me. No zits, for one 
thing.” 

“Consider your experiment a success,” I told her. “No way you'd get to 
buy beer now, even if your ID does say you’re twenty-one. I wonder if I 
can do that.” Make me fifteen, I thought. Nothing happened. “Nope, looks 
like it takes some time for the bots to set that up.” 

“If I can’t buy alcohol, I certainly don’t want to stay like this,” Tara 
said. She cocked one hip and aged. It was disturbing. Her tits lowered and 
swelled, her arms filled out, and her curves became much more pronounced. 
Suddenly she looked like an adult pretending to be a kid. 

“That’s a freaky look for you now,” I told her. 

“I'd better change before I tear these clothes.” 

I spent that night with Derrick. He had an off-campus apartment with 
his own bedroom, so we could have some fun as long as we were discreet. 
He'd asked for a more traditional fuck, so I’d only added several inches to 
my tits, enough to make them big-bust-stripper size but nowhere near the 
size of my old Hooters of Doom. Now that we were done with round one, 
he was reclining against the headboard. I was leaning back against his 
muscular chest, running my fingers up and down his thighs. “I think Tara’s 
going to be okay,” I said. 

“Mmmhmm?” He reached around me and cupped my breasts, teasing 
my nipples to attention. 

“She came in this afternoon and she’d been experimenting. She looked 
fifteen.” 

“Huh,” he said. “I hadn’t thought about trying that.” 

“T hadn’t either. It was weird, seeing her look so young. I didn’t realize 
how much we must have changed between fifteen and twenty-one.” 

“Six years can make a big difference. Not that I’d want to be fifteen 
again.” 

I turned around, flattening my tits against him. “You wouldn’t want to 
look so young?” 

Derrick snorted. “Are you kidding? I was thin and pimply. Besides, 
even without the bots I’d be in the prime of my life right now.” 

“You don’t have any jailbait fantasies about bedding a teenager?” It 
had been several hours. Surely the bots had had enough time to work their 
magic. I concentrated. “A young, innocent, virginal girl who would be 
overwhelmed by your virility?” I felt my skin firming. My breasts went 
through that pulse-shrink-pulse-shrink thing, only at the end they didn’t 
relax. I felt as if I might jump right out of my skin. “You never thought 
about it?” My voice was higher. 

“Melissa!” Derrick said, staring at me. “You. You’re. Wow. You look, 
uh, young.” 

“Imay look young,” I told him, “but I’m still perfectly legal.” His dick 
was rock-hard again, poking me in my stomach. It was nice that the bots 
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had decreased his recovery time so much. “I knew you had some fantasies. 
Slide that dick of yours into my tight young snatch and see how you like 
it.” 

He turned me over on my stomach and penetrated me. He had to shrink 
his dick some to fit inside the new me. I could have grown to accommodate 
him, but I was in the role now. “Be gentle,” I gasped, “it’s my first time.” 

“Oh, god, Melissa,” Derrick groaned, thrusting into me. I’d never tried 
role-playing like this before. I had to admit, being able to change myself to 
match my role made it incredibly sexy. 

I orgasmed shortly after, banging my head against the mattress as I 
shrieked. Derrick came, too, my tight pussy squeezing him relentlessly. 
He fell on top of me, breathing heavily. 

When I had recovered enough to talk, I said, “If I had known sex felt so 
good, I would have been doing it since last year, when I was fourteen.” 

Derrick laughed. “You are shameless.” 

I hugged him. “You bet. We re going to have to try this role-play business 
again. But not tonight.” I gently pushed Derrick off of me and started 
getting dressed. 

“What?” 

“Tm going back to my room. I want to check on Tara for the next 
couple of nights.” 

“What makes you think she won’t be off hunting young, impressionable 
freshwomen?” 

“Tf she is, then tomorrow night I'll stay with you. But I want to be there 
if she needs me.” My clothes didn’t fit right. Oh, yeah, I'd forgotten to 
change back. I concentrated on being me again. 

“That’s disturbing to watch,” Derrick told me. 

“Irs a little weird, yeah,” I agreed. I kissed him. “I'll see you tomorrow.” 
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Chapter 5 
In which Our Heroine does some switch-hitting 


My room was dark. Maybe Tara was asleep, even though it wasn’t that 
late. I crept into the room, shutting the door as softly as I could manage. I 
hadn’t had my few hours of sleep yet, so I could slide into bed and wake up 
shortly after Tara got up. 

“Melissa?” Tara called from her bed. 

“Hey,” I said. “Sorry I woke you.” 

“Thadn’t fallen asleep yet,” she said. “I got tired of studying so I thought 
Pd lay down for a bit.” 

“Sounds like a good idea to me,” I said. I kicked off my shoes and 
headed for the bathroom. By going to bed this early we’d be up by one or 
two, but there were worse things in life than having a bunch of extra time 
during the night. 

I brushed my teeth, watching the water swirl around the drain. Then I 


heard Tara walk into the bathroom. When I looked up in the mirror she was 







directly behind me. I could hear her breathing softly. “T ve been thinking,” 
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she said. 
I knew what was coming. My breath caught. I had that trembling feeling 
of anticipation in the pit of my stomach. “What about?” I squeaked out. 
“About Liz,” she said. 
I stopped brushing my teeth and turned towards her. She looked good 
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even draped in her loose pyjamas. “What about Liz?” 
“Was that...” She bit her bottom lip. “I mean...” 


The anticipation was squeezing me. My vision narrowed until I just 
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saw Tara’s face. “Tara...” 

Then Tara was kissing me, forcing me against the sink. I responded 
passionately, our hands groping each other there in our tiny bathroom. 

“Hang on,” I told her. 

She drew back, her distress written plainly on her face. “I’m sorry. I 
figured it was a one-time thing, but Fd hoped—” 

“Td like to make it a two-time thing.” Tara’s eyes. I could spend days 
looking in her eyes. “And a many-more-time thing after that. But can we 
go slow?” 

Tara’s distressed look faded, but didn’t go away completely. “What 


about Derrick?” 








I didn’t answer that one. I didn’t have an answer. I’d chop down that 
bridge and burn the remnants when I crossed it. I led Tara to her bed and 
disrobed her, taking my time sliding her pyjamas off. Her toned body was 
a sight to behold. Then Tara unfastened my clothes, leaving us both naked. 

“Lie down on your stomach,” I told her. “Let’s start with some massage.” 
She obliged, and I straddled her firm ass, my fingers working into her 
back muscles. 

As I massaged, pausing occasionally to kiss the small of her back, I had 
the glimmerings of an idea. The bots could communicate with my lab 
computer. Could two groups of bots in different bodies communicate with 
each other? And if so, what would I want them to say? 

Okay, okay, that second question was a stupid one. I knew what I wanted 
my bots to say to Tara’s: GROW. But would it work? Time to find out. I 
thought as hard as I could, ordering my bots to talk to Tara’s and make her 
grow slowly wherever I passed my hands over her. 

I wasn’t sure it was working, but then I started seeing more definition 
in her back. I kneaded her shoulders, the muscles underneath my hands 
becoming larger and denser. When I withdrew my hands, she had the 
shoulders of a rower. 

“That feels so good,” Tara purred, eyes shut. “Don’t stop.” 

“I won’t,” I whispered in her ear, rubbing down her arms. “Keep your 
eyes closed and concentrate on my hands.” Her triceps and biceps were 
rounding out, resisting my fingers. Her legs were fun. The large muscles 
of the thighs inflated most gratifyingly. When I took one calf in both hands 
the heart-shaped groove behind it deepened. 

“Roll over, but keep your eyes shut.” I helped her turn so I could see 
her front. She looked like a mis-matched anatomy lesson. Her legs, arms, 
and shoulders were powerful, corded with muscle, but her torso was 
undeveloped. I could fix that problem with a little work. 

First, her abdominals. I worked my fingers into the ever-growing outline 
of her six-pack until I was satisfied. Then I massaged around her breasts, 
digging beneath the breast wall to reach her pecs. When that had built up 
nicely, I started caressing her breasts while I began massaging her clit with 
my tongue. “Oooh, oh” she moaned, and all the while her tits were 
plumping. From my vantage point between her powerful thighs I could 


just see the top curve of her breasts stretching as I rubbed them. 
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There, that should do it. I didn’t want to make her too large, not this time. She was 
pumped like a fitness model, though not corded. I had my bots turn off the growth 
effect and climbed back up to kiss her. “Can I keep going?” I asked as I began giving 
her a clit massage with one now-harmless hand. 

She opened her eyes. “God, yes. I’m on fire, and I feel like...” She glanced down at 
herself. “Fuck!” 

I nibbled on her ear, still working gently on her clit. “You’re so powerful like this, 
Tara, I can hardly stand it. Feel how good it is to have muscles like this? It’s so exciting.” 
Tara’s breathing was picking up speed, so I sped up as well. “How do you stand being 
so ripped?” 

“God, oh god,” Tara moaned, and then she was moaning louder, bucking on the bed 
beneath me. She almost threw me off of her; those muscles weren’t just for decoration. 
Then she shuddered. Her thighs flexed, trapping my fingers in her cunt and squeezing 
them hard. All of her muscles tensed. I put my hand over her mouth to keep her from 
shrieking. 

I stopped massaging. Tara slowly relaxed, melting into the bed. “You,” she sighed, 
“may be a beginner,” she stretched, “but you’re learning fast.” She turned on her side, 
leaving us facing each other across the bed. “How did you make me grow like this?” 

“T thought about having my bots talk to yours, telling them to grow wherever I 
rubbed my hands over you.” I traced her bicep with my fingers. “Evidently your bots 
were okay with the idea.” 

“T just thought you were giving one fucking great massage.” Tara lifted one arm up 
and arched it over her head. I could see her muscles flexing. “You know, I hadn’t 
thought about being super muscular like this, but I kind of like it. It’s a fun look to try.” 
Now was probably not the time to tell her that she wasn’t very muscular by my standards. 
Pd save that for later. “Now it’s your turn. On your back, close your eyes, and tell me 
what to do.” 

I lay on my stomach. “It’s like I said. Think about having your bots tell my bots to 
grow where your hands rub.” 

“Like this?” She placed her hands on my back and began massaging me. There was 
pressure inside my back muscles, as if they wanted to grow but were waiting for me to 
give the okay. 

I gave my bots free rein. Do what Tara tells you, I thought. And then I could feel the 
growth begin. “Just like that.” Every time she rubbed my muscles pulsed in response, 
growing a little bigger. I could see how Tara didn’t realize what was going on. If I 
hadn't known about the growth, I'd have thought she was giving an expert deep-muscle 
massage that was leaving my muscles feeling just a little swollen. 

But I did know about the growth, and it was making me so hot I could hardly stand 
it. My shoulders were thickening, the muscles rising up to slope into my neck. When 
Tara began massaging my upper thighs, I groaned. The pin-prick feeling of growth 
made my legs tremble. 

“Turn over, and no peeking.” I obediently followed directions. I could tell I was a 
lot more muscular than I had been to start with. Then Tara’s warm hands covered my 
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nipples and all I could do was concentrate on how wonderful her 
ministrations felt. It was as if my whole body was pulsing in time to her 
strokes. 

The pulsing, rubbing feeling moved down to my crotch. My pussy was 
warm, and getting warmer. “Haaaah, that’s wonderful,” I said. The warmth 
continued, becoming nearly unbearable. Then Tara must have placed her 
tongue against my clit. It was cool against my feverish skin. 

I opened my eyes. Tara’s head was buried in my crotch. To either side 
of her were my thighs, sporting an extremely respectable amount of muscle. 
My tits were pendulous on my chest. 

And then I stopped noticing what was going on, because I was too busy 
groaning and writhing. I had to bite down hard to keep from screaming 
when my orgasm rammed through my brain, shutting down all higher forms 
of thought. 

My vision took its sweet time to return. Sweat cooled on my skin. I was 
so wrung out that I could barely move. Tara was lying on top of me, her 
chin in her hands, grinning like a fool. “You look like you enjoyed that.” 

“T did.” 

“T went a little overboard on the muscle thing, just so you know.” She 
rolled off me so that I could sit up and inspect myself. “Um, I hope you’ re 
not too mad I made you so big.” I was more muscular than she was, but I 
wasn’t outrageously huge. If she thought being the size of a pro body builder 
but with big tits was “so big” then I definitely needed to wait before trying 
out some of my extreme growth experiments with her. 

“No, it’s cool.” I flexed. “I like it.” 

Tara cocked her head. “You really enjoy this much muscle?” 

“Tt’s a turn-on.” 

“Do you like being even more muscled?” 

I thought for a second. “I like it, but I like it even more on my partner.” 

“You mean this isn’t enough?” She gestured at her body. 

Time to backpedal. “No, no, it’s fine! You’re fine!” 

“Of course I’m fine.” She stroked my thigh. “But these robots let us try 
different things, right? T ll trade you. I’m something of a tit gal myself.” Of 
course she was. Was it my destiny to be with boob-obsessed partners? “T11 
let myself be more muscular if you’ ll let yourself have bigger tits.” 

“You like big breasts? I couldn’t tell.” I hefted one of my boobs and 
smiled. If she wanted me to have even bigger breasts and was willing to be 
muscular in return, I wouldn’t pass up that trade. “Okay. You start.” 

“T think we do it like we did before.” She pounced on top of me. “By 
rubbing.” Her hands caressed me. I told my bots to make my boobs grow 
for her. [had started this encounter with breasts that filled Tara’s hands and 
stuck out a good four or five inches from my muscular chest. I wasn’t 
going to stay that size for long. 

There was no way I was going to let her have all of the fun. My hands 
were all over her. I reveled in how her muscles grew beneath my palms. 
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Tara had her hands in front of her, resting on my boobs, teasing my nipples 
more and more erect. My tits were responding to her cool touch, rippling 
forward and pushing us slowly apart. 

We were in a race, both of us giggling like fools. I gave her biceps like 
small boulders. She gave me tits that reached my waist. I gave her a chest 
so muscled, I could lose my index finger in the cleft of her pectorals. Sadly, 
I was going to lose this race. Before too much time had passed, my boobs 
were so big that I couldn’t reach around them to her. “No fair!” I laughed, 
“T can’t make you grow any more!” 

Tara removed her mouth from one of my large nipples. “Fine, I'll keep 
growing for you. It’s a freebie.” Then she went back to my breasts. They 
were rising in front of me, filling the bed. They pushed me back until I was 
standing on one side of the bed, Tara at the other side, the top of my boobs 
now at eye-level. I couldn’t see Tara any more. 

“If we're going to keep going,” I said, “we've got to move. And Tm 
stuck.” 

Tara came around the bottom of her bed to where I was standing. She 
was a vision of muscularity. Her boobs were mere decorations on slabs of 
pectoral muscle. She’d have trouble bending her arms at the elbow further 
than ninety degrees. Her thigh muscles pressed against each other, rubbing 
as she moved. “Let me see what I can do.” Then she wriggled beneath my 
boobs, one of the more strangely erotic things I’ve felt. “Your tits are heavy,” 
she grumbled. “I don’t know if I can—hang on, let me try something.” 

What came next was a sight to keep me warm on lonely nights. My 
boobs started rising up. Tara had crawled flat underneath them, then worked 
her way up until she was on all fours. To do this, she’d had to grow muscles 
on top of muscles on top of muscles. She was so full of power that I gasped. 
“Now start walking backwards,” she said. As I did she scootched along the 
bed, a mobile platform for my titanic tits. She reached the edge of the bed 
and worked her way to the floor. When my breasts were far enough from 
the bed, she worked her way out from under me. “That should do it.” 

I pitched forward, falling against my breasts. I didn’t care. I couldn’t 
look away from Tara. I'd thought she was muscled before. I was wrong. 
She was more muscular than Rick or Derrick had ever thought about being. 
Her torso was extremely wedge-shaped, tapering down to her waist, 
followed by legs like ionic columns. The cords of her muscles stood in 
sharp relief. “You are the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” I breathed. 

“How do I feel?” She plastered herself against my back. One of her 
hands was at my clit. The other was around me and teasing the sides of my 
boobs. Her muscles bunched and slid behind me. I reached orgasm in record 
time. 

“Excuse me while I go look at your breasts,” Tara told me. I was too 
dazed to reply. My tits went from the floor to my head now. Tara vanished 
behind them. “Ooh, they look like soft pillows.” I gasped as she gently 
lowered herself onto them. “And your nipples grew as well.” Her breathing 
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was becoming louder and harsher. “Since you're incapacitated, I'll take 
care of myself.” Well, if she was going to, I might as well. I leaned forward 
and let my breasts take my weight, then began masturbating. We were both 
cushioned by my giant tits. When Tara came she was a sexual earthquake 
of gigantic proportions, making my breasts wobble and shake. That helped 
me reach orgasm myself. 

Some time passed. Don’t ask me how much time. I was far too gone to 
tell. Tara moved off of my breasts. “I guess that’s as big as you get.” 

I peered at her around one side of my gargantuan breasts. “I guess that’s 
as big as you get.” 

“You know, if you keep practicing you'll be a mean, lean bisexual 
machine.” 

“Tm not so lean right now. Plus I’m sore and tired.” I couldn’t remember 
the last time I'd felt this drained. “We should sleep.” 

“Sleep sounds good.” Tara’s muscles melted away, returning her to her 
normal lithe self. I shrunk my breasts, enjoying the feel of my flesh dragging 
across the industrial carpet. When we were normal-sized again we climbed 
into bed. I lay down on my side so that Tara could spoon in behind me. 
Then I slept. 
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Chapter 6 
In which Our Heroine lotions up 


I must have been tired: I slept until nearly three A.M. I woke up when 
Tara climbed out of bed to go to the bathroom. When she came back, I 
asked her, “Since we’ ve got time before class, would you mind if I tested 
your bots again?” 

“T knew it,” Tara said. “I knew things would go bad. What do you 
think’s wrong?” She crossed her arms and tapped a foot nervously. 

“No, don’t worry. I don’t think there’s a problem. I just want to start 
measuring how we’re doing every few days to make sure we don’t ever 
have a problem.” 

“Fine, but you have to buy me coffee on the way.” 

“Tt’s a deal.” 

One tall latte later we were back in the bio sci building. The janitors 
had been at it again, leaving me to push all of my equipment back into 
place. I downloaded information from both of us and backed it up. 

Pd tell you about my classes that day, but they were really boring. 
Academic life had gotten a lot easier now that the bots had improved my 
memory and recall. That evening I headed to Derrick’s place with some 
toys and a plan. 

Lucky for us that Derrick’s roommate, Brad, had a girlfriend. Doubly 
lucky for us that Brad’s girlfriend had a private apartment. Derrick hadn’t 
had to argue much to get Brad to spend most of his nights with her. If they 
ever broke up our sex life was going to get a lot more circumspect. 

“I want to try something,” I told Derrick when we got back to his 
apartment. “But first [have a hypothesis I need to test. C’ mere.” I dropped 
a brown sack on his kitchen table and put my hand around his upper arm. 
“Now let me know if you feel anything.” 

Derrick frowned. “It’s as if my bicep is being pushed and pulled at the 
same time.” 

“What happens if you think about giving up control of your bots for a 
second?” 

What happened was that his bicep grew. “Whoa! How’d you do that?” 

“T wanted to see if we could command each other’s bots. I didn’t know 
if we could.” I was getting a lot of practice with lying recently. “Now that 
I’ve tested my hypothesis, I'd like to translate my theory to practice. Tell 
your bots to do what my bots tell them.” 

“Ts this going to end badly? I hate it when things end badly.” 

I kissed Derrick so my bots could give him the programming for tonight. 
“No, don’t be silly. It’s going to end up being fun.” And with that, I pulled 
a jar out of the sack. “Tah dah!” 

Derrick picked it up. “Light massage cream,” he read. 

“That is not just any massage cream. I bought it today at a little store 
I'd never seen before. It was dirty and dingy, and filled with the strangest 
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things: Stuffed crocodiles, spellbooks, and more. The old man who ran the 
store sold this cream to me and said that it made things grow.” I waggled 
my eyebrows. “Or parts of things.” 

Derrick said, “Oho. And you think this cream will do what it’s advertised 
to do?” 

“Let’s find out,” I said, winking. 

In the bedroom we started kissing, tongues moving and twining. He 
slid his hands up my shirt, then around to the back to undo my bra clasps. 
His erection poked me in the stomach through his pants. 

“Since you bought the cream, I get to try it out first,” he said. He 
unscrewed the jar’s lid and scooped out a generous helping. He rubbed his 
hands together to spread the cream around before he reached under my 
shirt and beneath my bra cups. The cream was cold on my nipples. That 
cold was quickly replaced by warmth. He rubbed in the cream, my tits 
slowly ballooning from small to not-so-small. He could still cover them 
with his hands, but just barely. My bra lay on top of my breasts, defeated 
by their new size. “It looks like it works,” he grinned. 

“What about you?” I asked him. I slid off his shirt and dipped my hands 
in the jar. When I spread it over his chest, his pectorals firmed and became 
more pronounced. “I guess that crazy old man knew what he was talking 
about.” 

Derrick wasn’t listening. He was busy spreading more cream over my 
entire torso. I was becoming wedge-shaped as my shoulders grew. We both 
got undressed and moved onto the bed. 

“Oh, this will never do,” I said, pointing at his stiff prick. He hissed 
when I applied the cream. The head of his penis inflated, moving higher 
and higher as his shaft fattened. It was the size of one of Tara’s can of 
racquetballs when I was done. 

He grabbed a handful of the cream and slathered it on my knockers. He 
rubbed and rubbed, my boobs bloating further and further out. They were 
distending as they overfilled Derrick’s hands, his fingers no longer reaching 
around them. I began lathering cream onto his legs. They responded at 
once, muscle fibers bunching as they grew. In return, he lathered more 
cream on my breasts. “Honey, I’ ve got other body parts,” I told him, though 
the warmth was damn erotic. Every time he slid his fingers over my nipples 
it sent a jolt through my body. My tits had filled out even more, covering 
most of my rib cage and protruding a half a foot. 

“T like these parts a lot,” he said, leaning forward to lick one boob. 

Then we were rubbing the cream into each other with abandon. I gave 
him mighty arms and sinewy legs. He mostly stuck to my breasts, now 
filling my chest and forcing me to reach around them, though he did spread 
enough cream on my limbs to make me happy. 

I took some of the cream and rubbed it into his dick again, pumping up 
and down. I didn’t add so much size that he wouldn’t fit in me, but I couldn’t 
encircle his girth with one hand any more. 







PA A 


q 
& 


á 
Ani 





26 





“T need inside you,” he growled, “as soon as I get you ready.” 

“My pussy is sopping. How more ready could I be?” 

As an answer, he put cream on both of his hands. With one he rubbed 
his prick, bringing it to even more brobdignagian tumescence. With the 
other he rubbed cream inside my vagina, the better to accommodate him. 
It was frighteningly erotic to feel myself stretching inside. 

“Last bit,” he gasped. The final cream he applied to my clitoris, driving 
me wild in the process. What had been a little button of an organ extended. 
The added surface area amplified my excitement. 

He rolled onto his back, lifting me up and impaling me on his penis. Its 
huge head slid into me, tugging at my oversized clit. I orgasmed at once, 
bucking on his pole. 

“Oh, fuck, yes, yes,” Derrick was moaning. I had segued into a rolling 
orgasm, riding up and down its waves. My nails dug into his sides as I 
leaned as far back as his dick would let me. 

Derrick was applying even more cream to my tits. My chest was so big 
that he kept having to get more from the jar in order to cover them. I was 
plumping larger and larger, until my boobs reached from my chest to 
Derrick’s. I couldn’t see his face any more, though I could feel him licking 
my nipples and playing with my expanse of taut flesh. 

When Derrick came, it was in a monstrous rush. My rolling orgasm 
became an uncontrolled explosion of sexual excitement. 

My nerves were scraped raw after that. It was all we could do to shrink 
down enough that I could lay on top of Derrick and we could rest. I barely 
brought my tits down to a size that would fit in a bra that I could buy ina 
department store. 

“That wasn’t bad at all,” Derrick said much later. 

“It worked for me.” I reached over to the nightstand and tilted the 
massage cream jar on its side. “Looks like we used up our supply of magic 
cream.” 

Derrick took the jar from the nightstand and ran his fingers around its 
inside. “Pretty much. I'm guessing there's more where that came from, 
though.” He withdrew his hand, the remnants of the massage cream on 
them. He worked it into my ass, smiling as it plumped up. “But not tonight.” 

“Not tonight,” I agreed. My engorged clit still scraped when I moved 
my legs. I’d have to shrink it. Later. When I had the energy. 

After we slept, I told Derrick, “Id like to start recording our bots’ 
information every couple of days, sort of like backing up a computer. I 
already did Tara and me last night. Can I record you?” 

“Sure. Sounds like a good idea to me.” 

We dressed and made the cross-campus trek to my lab. I hooked him up 
to the machine. “You should make a portable version of this,” Derrick said 
as I began the download. “We could back everything up from the comfort 
of my apartment.” 
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“Hey, yeah.” The computer beeped. “All done,” I said, detaching the 
microwave detectors from his body with small sucking sounds. 

“Good.” Derrick leaned over and kissed me. “So let’s go watch TV or 
something.” 

“Works for me,” I said. “As long as all we do is watch TV.” Every time 
I thought about earlier I got all shivery. “You ll have to wait until tomorrow 
night for more.” 

“Aw.” 

“Here, let me kiss you and make it better.” And I returned his kiss. 

“Oh! Sorry! Sorry! I didn’t know you were in here!” 

Derrick and I jerked apart. Oh shit. Oh shit. I’d just set a new world’s 
record in not good. 

Dr. Jemmy Bonds was standing in the lab, hands in front of him, looking 
all apologetic. 
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Chapter 7 
In which Our Heroine has her work 
unexpectedly reviewed 


“Dr. Bonds!” I was pleased that my voice only went up one octave, 
instead of leaping into registers normally reserved for dog whistles. “You re 
not supposed to be here!” 

“I know, sorry, I know.” He took off his rectangular glasses and polished 
them on his shirt. “But my sabbatical was tedious, and I couldn’t wait to 
get back to work on real nanotechnology instead of listening to someone 
else drone on just so that I could fairly represent their work in my textbook.” 

“But why didn’t you tell me?” 

“Oh? Hm, yes. Well, I’m not really back. I mean, clearly I am back, 
here I am in my lab and all, but I’m still on sabbatical. If people knew I 
was really back I’d be dragged into committee meetings and waste my 
time doing thesis advising—not you, Melissa, you’re a delight to work 
with, it’s those freshmen with all of their wide-eyed dreams that fill me 
with existential dread—and so I decided to sneak back here at night so I 
could get some work done.” He blinked at me from behind his glasses. “I 
always forget that students tend to work late, too. You are, mm, working, 
yes?” 

Oh shit. “You bet. Derrick was just keeping me company. You know 
Derrick Johns.” 

“Hi, professor,” Derrick said. 

“But we were just leaving. Make yourself at home, and P11 see you at 
the end of the semester?” It was half-statement, half-question. I allowed 
myself to hope that the good doctor would leave me alone while he puttered 
about the lab. 

Dr. Bonds dashed my hopes. “But you haven’t told me about your 
progress! You were doing so well, I have to imagine that you’ ve about got 
that adaptive algorithm thing licked.” He sidled closer. “Run some juicy 
simulations, I bet.” 

“Tt’s late. Why don’t we talk about this earlier tomorrow night?” 

“What?” He glanced at his watch. “Yes, yes, hm, you do have classes, 
and not even college students can run indefinitely on a mere two hours of 
sleep.” Ha ha, thought I grimly. What he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. 
Or me. “Tomorrow night, then?” Dr. Bonds looked past me at the equipment. 
“We can coordinate so that you don’t keep, hm, moving my equipment 
about willy-nilly.” 

“Sure, Dr. Bonds. See you tomorrow night.” 

“What the fuck? I thought he was gone all semester!” Derrick hissed 
when we were outside the building. 

“So did I! Holy hell, P ve got to figure out what I’m going to tell him. I 
have to show him some progress! But I let all of his projects lapse so I 
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could work on...you know.” Think, Melissa, think. I had twenty hours. 
Surely I could come up with something by then. But my mind kept spinning 
without finding purchase on any coherent thoughts. 

‘T ve seen that look of yours before. Call me when you come out of 
your science cave,” Derrick said. He gave me a quick hug and kiss. 

Tara pounced on me the moment I came through the door. “There you 
are, Melissa. Ready for some fun?” 

“I can’t, Tara, not tonight.” 

Tara’s face became closed. “Well. If you’re too busy for me now, I 
understand.” 

“Dr. Bonds caught me and Derrick in the lab when I was downloading 
his bots’ programming.” 

That kept Tara’s bad mood from worsening. “Isn’t he gone this 
semester?” 

“Apparently not!” I said. “And he wants to see what I’ ve been working 
on for him, only I haven’t been working on anything for him, I’ve been 
working on things for me and you and Derrick!” I began to pace. “Okay, 
no problem. I just have to whip up some solid-seeming progress before I 
meet him tomorrow night.” 

“You’re meeting him tomorrow night?” 

“To talk about my progress.” 

“But you don’t have any progress.” 

“I know!” I wailed. “But I'll have some by tomorrow night.” 

So here’s the thing: it turns out you can’t skip doing months of work 
and then expect to make it up in one night. It didn’t matter that I could go 
without sleep, or that I could concentrate much better than ever before. I 
skipped classes. I had Derrick bring me food. It didn’t matter. Trying to 
cram all of that work into a few hours was futile. 

When Dr. Bonds came in the lab around ten that night, I had my flocking 
and message-passing algorithms running in simulation. They were the only 
things I had that weren’t incriminating. 

Dr. Bonds nodded as I put the simulation through its paces. “I had not 
thought about how to implement wide-scale coordination and 
communication. This is, mmm, very good work.” I let out a breath. He 
didn’t need to know that l’ d scammed the flocking algorithm idea from a 
computer game post mortem I'd read. “What progress on sealing wounds 
without stitching?” 

Shit. “I haven’t had a lot of luck with that.” 

“No? Mm, well, what about clearing arterial plaque?” 

I grimaced. “Not as much progress as I had hoped.” 

“Well, that,” said Dr. Bonds, “is more disappointing. Nothing?” 

“Nothing I’d want to waste your time reviewing, not really.” 

“If you have not progressed on recognizing arterial plaque, I would 
hazard a guess that you have had similar problems with locating cancer 
cells.” 
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This was unfair! P'd done all of that, probably. But the optimization 
routines had too much information about body modification, and were too 
advanced for me to have developed only through simulations. Hell, a lot of 
them didn’t even work in the sim any more—the simulation didn’t match 
the human body closely enough for my bots’ hyper-evolved programming. 
“T m sorry.” 

Dr. Bonds began to pace, hands clasped behind his back. If they still 
allowed smoking in the building he’d have had a mostly-lit pipe clamped 
in his teeth. “Yes, it is true, I did expect your efficiency to decrease without 
my readily-available mentoring. And I do know that, as an undergraduate 
student, you have not had scientific self-motivation inculcated. But this is 
disappointing.” 

“I know, Dr. Bonds. I didn’t want to let you down like this. I...I got 
distracted.” 

He stopped pacing and leaned over me. “Become undistracted. By 
tomorrow I would like a copy of all of your current work. In a week we 
shall meet again and discuss how far you have progressed.” 

“Absolutely, Dr. Bonds.” It was going to be fun telling Derrick and 
Tara that I was going to be hella busy for the foreseeable future. 
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Chapter 8 
In which Our Heroine pumps iron 


“Don’t arch your back off of the bench,” Tara told me. 

‘T m trying, I’m trying!” I grunted. With a heave I managed to push the 
bar away from my chest. Bench presses turned out to be hard when you 
had short arms like mine. You just didn’t have enough mechanical 
advantage. 

“You can do it, almost there, almost there, yes!” Tara helped guide the 
bar into its holder. It clanked into place as I let go, my arms like overcooked 
noodles. 

“You’re a slave driver, you know that?” I stretched as I stood. 

Tara replied, “The better to teach you good workout habits.” 

The stress of trying to make up for lost time on Dr. Bonds’s project had 
started to wear on me. When I complained to Tara, she told me to put on 
some exercise clothes and follow her to the gym. “Regular exercise will 
help you burn off some of that stress. Besides, didn’t you tell me you wanted 
to learn how to lift weights?” 

“T guess so. But this better not take long. I don’t have a lot of time.” 

“For your first session, you’ ll be lucky to make it an hour. Unless you re 
planning on cheating.” 

I shook my head. “Ir ll be normal ol’ me doing the lifting. No pain, no 
stress relief, right?” 

Pd had to convince the bots that I meant what I said. The moment I 
began what Tara called a “lat pulldown” my shoulders began bulking up. 
“No, no, stay down,” I muttered, forcing the bots to stay quiescent. 

When I finished a set, Tara reset the weights from “weenie” to 
“moderately macho” and took my place. She had the same experience I 
did: her back muscles swelled and then immediately shrunk. “These guys 
really want to help out, huh?” 

“That’s what they’re there for.” 

Tara shook her head. “I like most of what your robots have done, but 
they still creep me out. What if they go crazy in me again?” 

“It's not going to happen,” I told her. “That's why I keep monitoring 
them.” 

We went through an extremely basic routine. By the end of the hour all 
of my muscles were tired. “I’m not used to doing the heavy lifting myself,” 
I said. 

“It gets addictive after a while, what with the endorphin rush.” 

Even with the demands on my time, what with classes, homework, Dr. 
Bonds’s project, and now weightlifting, I still made sure to have enough 
time for Tara and Derrick. After that first night of expansion, Tara and I 
never did that again. She just wasn’t all that turned on by growth itself. 
What did turn her on was role-playing. 
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A few nights after we started lifting weights, when I came up for air 
from my feverish coding sessions, Tara said, “It’s time you had a real 
break. Come here and I'll massage you while I tell you what we re going 
to do.” 

“What are we going to do?” I asked. Tara’s hands felt wonderful on my 
shoulders. 

“We are going to fuck with abandon.” She pressed hard against a tight 
kink in my back. “Have you ever read much about the athletes at the 
Olympic village?” 

“Huh?” 

“I read once how yov’ ve got this compound full of world-class athletes 
with world-class bodies. A lot of them wash out early and then have a lot 
of free time. So they fuck like rabbits.” 

“That’s nice, I guess.” 

Tara said, “We're going to pretend to be two Olympic runners who 
found each other and are ready for a night of torrid passion. Only we’ ll 
really look like Olympic runners.” 

I turned around. Tara had already changed. Her fat content was so low 
that it frightened me. Her arms were knobbed and corded. Her torso was 
striated with lean muscle. Her legs...her legs were magnificent, with large 
thighs and shapely calves. 

“If I'm going to be a runner, I’m going to be taller,” I told her. I grew 
from my normal 5’2" to somewhere closer to six feet, my body stretching 
and thinning. I mimicked Tara’s look and was rewarded by Tara’s excited 
smile. It wasn’t the role I would have chosen, but it was clearly making 
Tara happy. And it turned out that a very happy Tara was a very enthusiastic 
Tara, making our night together exciting. 

At least I still had Derrick for my growth fantasies. The next night I 
spent with Derrick. After dinner, when we got back to his apartment, he 
told me, “Since you did the cream, it’s my turn to try something.” 

“Sure,” I told him. “What did you have in mind.” 

Instead of answering, he kissed me. “You'll see. Your bots ready to 
follow my lead?” 

“Yeah. The same goes for you, you know.” 

“I know.” He waggled his eyebrows. 

I wracked my brain trying to guess what was in store for me. What I 
didn’t expect was a bog-standard love-making session. We kissed and 
fondled our way out of our clothes, lay down on Derrick’s bed, and soon 
we were going at it. My orgasm, when it came, was good, but not fabulous 
like the ones I'd had with Tara the day before. 

“We're still the same size,” I gasped as Derrick neared orgasm. He just 
smiled. By how his prick was swelling, I knew he couldn’t hold out for 
long. 
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Then he was coming, semen jetting into my pussy. And as he came, I grew! My 
muscles firmed and expanded, my height increased, and my breasts ballooned forward 
several inches. 

“How about that,” panted Derrick, grinning as he caressed my newly-enlarged tits. 
“You’ ve developed a strange allergy to cum.” 

“T have, have I? But what if it was a one-time thing?” I kissed him, plunging my 
tongue into his mouth. “We should try again and see.” 

“No problem,” Derrick said as he pulled free of me. His dick was softening. “I had 
the bots work on decreasing my refractory time.” Sure enough, his prick had begun 
tumescing again. 

“My goodness.” I took his slick penis in one hand. “That’s pretty fast.” He wanted 
me to grow when he came? I'd show him. While I had his dick, I told his bots to bump 
up his semen output as much as they could and not to let him know. 

“T tried it out earlier today. Half a minute of downtime and I’m ready to go again.” 

I forced him to be on bottom. “Then let’s go again.” 

It was better the second time, the realization that I was going to grow at the end 
making me more excited. I pumped on him for all I was worth, sliding up and down, up 
and down. I reached behind me and between Derrick’s legs to give his balls a gentle 
squeeze. They were a lot bigger than I remembered, maybe three times as big. I yanked 
my hand back. Oh boy, this was going to be interesting. 

Then it was time for Derrick’s release. “God, Melissa,” he groaned. His dick spasmed. 
The first blast of cum nearly popped me off of him. The second wasn’t much weaker. 
Then there was a third, and a fourth, and a fifth. Semen was leaking out of me, running 
down to puddle on Derrick and the bed. 

Somehow, I doubt he noticed. I was putting on a show that he couldn’t ignore. That 
first load of cum made me grow more than Derrick’s entire load last time. I probably 
added four inches to my breasts and two to my height. By the fifth load my breasts had 
taken the Sudetenland and were ready to march on Moscow. My ass was wider than 
Derrick’s pelvis. And still Derrick kept spasming, one second per spurt. He must have 
had fifteen or twenty ejaculations, though the last few were barely dribbles. 

“Damn, Melissa,” Derrick said. I was a head taller than him. If my musculature 
would have qualified me to enter the most elite bodybuilding competitions, then my 
boobs would have disqualified me. They puddled on Derrick’s chest. 

“Did you deliberately have my boobs grow faster than the rest of me?” I asked. 

Derrick shrugged and said, “I like big tits and I cannot lie. But I can’t believe you 
made me come like that. I expected this to take all night!” 

“T got impatient,” I told him. “Admit it, you loved coming that much and that 
long.” 

“It did feel great,” he said. “Normally my orgasms don’t last that long.” His deflating 
penis flopped out of my now-much-bigger snatch. 

“You know, Ihave you trapped here.” I squeezed him with my thighs. “I could hold 
you hostage.” 

“Not once I...” He stared at me. “You’re not letting me grow.” 

“You know what’s funny? I don’t actually have an allergy. I have a virus that makes 
women grow from cum. But men...it makes men grow the more aroused they are.” I 


leaned forward some and clamped his arms against the bed. “I hope you 
caught the virus.” 

“You” ve got to be kidding,” Derrick said. “After that torrent of semen 
I’m thirsty. Let me go get some water—” 

“You re not going anywhere,” I told him. “You'll have to grow your 
way out of this one. Don’t worry, though: I'll help.” I scooted back on him, 
dragging my tits over his chest. I saw Derrick’s muscles jump. “In fact, 
you can make a lot of progress just by playing with these huge boobs of 
mine.” 

Where there’s a will, there’s a way. Derrick lavished attention on my 
tits, stroking them and rubbing them. As he did so, I could feel him firming 
beneath me. His penis had sprung back to attention, so I idly caressed it 
while he licked my nipples. “You know, the bigger you get, the more you 
turn me on, and the more you turn me on, the more I work to turn you on,” 
I said. 

“Tm doing what I can.” 

“What if I did this?” I turned around so that I was on all fours over him, 
my head at his crotch, and placed his dick in my mouth. That left my 
breasts on his chest and my stomach at his face. He wrapped his arms 
around my waist and raised up so he could trace my abdominal muscles 
with his tongue. I sucked on him, his penis plumping in my mouth like a 
cooking hot dog. When I realized that he was close to coming, I pulled off 
with a loud sucking noise. 

“Aah!” 

“Silly, you don’t need to come yet.” I licked his muscular thighs, making 
Derrick shiver. By alternating my attention between his dick and the rest 
of his body, I managed to bring Derrick to a size matching mine, then 
surpassing mine. 

And then I spent too long on Derrick’s dick and he came in my mouth, 
gagging me. Hey, it wasn’t like this was an exact science or anything. The 
volume of his cum was less than last time, but it was still a fire hose of 
semen. I jerked back but all that did was get me a face full instead of a 
mouth full. I spluttered, rolled off the bed and landed on my back. Derrick’s 
ejaculations arced gracefully into the air and then splattered all over him, 
me, the bed, the floor. I was becoming freakishly huge, with breasts that 
covered my crotch and creeped onto the floor to either side of me as they 
expanded. 

I couldn’t sit up. I couldn’t shrink anything. Derrick must have locked 
my ability to alter my body just like Pd locked his. “Derrick?” 

One muscled hand appeared, followed by a similarly-huge arm. Derrick 
peered over the bed at me. “You’re huge, Melissa!” 

“T’m trapped by my tits!” My panic must have finally convinced the 
bots that I was serious, because my breasts retreated enough that I could 







PA A 


q 
& 


á 
Ani 





36 





leverage myself into a sitting position. It was good I didn’t have to stay 
this way, or I’d need two wheelbarrows to get around. 

“Wow.” 

“T think that’s enough for one night,” I told Derrick. 

Derrick said, “Good thing, because I’m not sure I’m up to topping that.” 
Then he flopped back on the bed, leaving me to dwindle on my own. 
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Chapter 9 
In which Our Heroine says goodbye 


“This is, mmm, solid, but it does not go nearly far enough.” 

“Dr. Bonds, this isn’t easy. Just getting the bots to start knitting across 
open wounds was hard.” 

“Oh, well, if I did not want to tackle hard problems, I would not have 
such smart students.” At least he was smiling this time. “I think you should 
try playing with the nanobot correlation length and combine it with your 
flocking algorithm.” 

“Will do,” I said, jotting down notes in my lab notebook. 

Dr. Bonds cleared his throat. “Also, I needed to ask you about some 
code I found on your lab computer.” 

“Code?” I tried to keep writing as if nothing was wrong, but my fingers 
were locked. 

“It looks like the sort of thing that would optimize the human body for 
increased musculature.” 

“Oh, that!” Think fast, Melissa. “It was sort of a thought experiment for 
me. Did you try simulating what it would do in a human matrix?” 

“T did. It didn’t work.” 

“And that’s why it’s just a thought experiment.” 

“Yes, well, there is so much useful work to do, I am amazed that you 
have time for such diversions.” 

Oh, if he only knew the diversions I have time for. “All work and no 
blue-skying makes Melissa very bored.” 

“I am sorry that so much work is required, but it is necessary if we are 
to make progress. At least your health is clearly not affected.” He stared at 
me. The bots had improved my body’s response to working out, increasing 
my bone density and even the size of my skeleton. Now my baseline height 
was 5’3", and [had muscle tone that some women lifted weights for years 
to achieve. The weather had turned warm, so I had pulled out my short- 
sleeved shirts. This made it harder to hide what was happening to me. 
Thankfully no one had really noticed. Yet. If this kept up, Fd have to stop 
lifting weights, or find a way to make myself less efficient at it. 

“I hope you're more satisfied with my progress now,” I said hopefully. 

Dr. Bonds nodded. “It is never enough, of course, one always has more 
avenues of exploration to follow, but you have thrown yourself back into 
work in a most gratifying manner. Should you continue at this pace, within 
a month I expect you to have entirely caught up.” 

“Thanks, Dr. Bonds. I'll see you next week.” When I left he was leaning 
up against the nanomachine assembler, idly toying with the keyboard. How 
much did he suspect? P d have to sneak back into the lab, back up all of my 
real data, and wipe the computers. 
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Tara was studying in our room. I needed a break, so I decided to see if 
Tara was up for some role-playing. “Hey, girl, ever thought about being 
ballet dancers? You know they’re all about hot jetee-on-fouette action.” 

‘T m not...no. No, not tonight.” 

I went over and gave her a hug. “You okay? You seem distracted.” 

“T m fine.” She smiled, though with such effort that her smile distorted 
her face. “Got a lot of studying to do tonight.” 

If she wasn’t in the mood, then I certainly wasn’t going to force her. 
“Okay. I'm going to go ahead and sleep. I want to get up early so I can go 
back to the lab.” 

Sleep was slow in coming, something that hadn’t happened to me since 
I started working so hard. My brain kept replaying my conversation with 
Jemmy Bonds. How much did he suspect? 

My thoughts blended into dreams full of vague dread. Dr. Bonds kept 
showing up in them at random points. In the last one he was at the head of 
a bunch of marching signal generators. He wasn’t talking, but I knew he 
and the sig gens were hunting me. 

It was a relief to wake up. My blood was pounding, adrenaline singing 
its song of panic. And I was so big I threatened to crush my bed. All of my 
worry must have triggered some fight-or-flight reflex, and the bots had 
geared me up for all-out war. They were slow to shrink me, as if they 
weren’t sure the threat was over. 

I told Derrick about it at lunch. We were eating by ourselves. Tara was 
busy, and our other friends Gerry and Linda were at some conference or 
something. “Do you think Bonds knows? About us?” Derrick asked me. 

I chewed my salad while I thought about it. “If he did, I think he’d have 
been much more direct. He’s not all that subtle. I erased all of my illicit 
data, so if he decides to check up on what I’ve been doing he’ Il only find 
the stuff m doing for him.” 

“T hope you backed it up!” 

“Gosh, I wish I had thought of that before I erased everything. Of course 
I backed it up.” I put my head down on my arms. “This has been a draining 
week.” 

“Come on. I know how we fix your funk.” He grabbed my tray and 
headed for the door. I trailed along obediently. 

We risked death in his ramshackle car in order to drive downtown. 
Derrick stopped in front of a giant thrift store. I snorted. “Okay, see, when 
you take a girl shopping, you’re supposed to take her some place more 
glamorous than this.” 

Derrick shut off the car. “No, listen, this is going to be great. We’re 
going to go in there and buy clothes for each other. Tonight, we each try on 
what the other person’s bought for us. And we have to fit in each outfit, no 
matter what.” 

“No matter what?” I was starting to have some very naughty ideas. 
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“Whoa, hang on, I’ve seen that mischievous look of yours before. We 
need some ground rules. Nothing that would make us shrink smaller than 
we are right now. No cross-dressing.” 

“Can you grow tits?” 

“T don’t know and I don’t plan on finding out. Keep the humiliation to 
a minimum. We're each planning on getting some after we're done.” 

“Aye aye.” 

Derrick’s idea may have been goofy, but I had a blast. I walked through 
the men’s section, finding different-sized and variously ugly clothes. The 
great thing about thrift stores is that, while finding normal-sized clothes 
can be hard, finding weird sizes is easy. Especially if you don’t care what 
they look like. 

I beat Derrick back to the car. “What’d you buy me?” he asked, trying 
to open one of the brown grocery sacks I was carrying. 

“You'll see tonight.” 

The rest of the day passed in a blur. Derrick was a genius. This was 
exactly what I needed to lift my spirits. I fairly skipped my way to his 
apartment, where I passed Brad going out to his girlfriend’s apartment. 
“Don’t wreck anything,” he told me with a wink. Heh. He had no idea 
what we could do if we weren’t careful. 

Derrick was sitting on the couch, his brown sacks of clothes next to 
him. “Good timing. Brad just left.” 

“Yeah, I passed him coming in. You ready to try this?” 

“T sure am.” 

In the bedroom, he held out his hand. “All right, let’s see. Since I chose 
the game, you should get to give me clothes first.” 

“Fair enough.” I rummaged in one sack to find what I was looking for. 
“Aha. Here we go.” I brought out a t-shirt and pair of shorts. They didn’t 
quite match, but they weren’t the ugliest thing I’d ever seen. “We'll start 
you off easy.” 

Derrick disrobed and pulled on his new clothes. The shorts were loose, 
the t-shirt less so. “Let's see,” he said. The shorts stretched a little as 
Derrick’s waist and legs enlarged. His torso was a little larger than before, 
but not by much. He ended up mismatched, as if his legs belonged to a 
larger man and his torso and arms to a smaller one. 

“Nicely done!” I said. “The judges give you an eight for style.” 

“These clothes don’t exactly have style, you know. Okay, your turn.” 
Derrick brought out this dark green sundress. 

“Did you have to kill a girl scout to get that?” 

“Ha ha ha, I say.” 

When I put the dress on, its hem was around my ankles. “Isn’t that 
supposed to come to your thighs?” 

“Hang on.” I became taller, gaining an inch, then two, then several. I 
ended up having to break the six foot barrier before the dress even began to 
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fit right. “Whoever had this must have been a complete waif.” I hadn’t had 
to plump out at all to make the straps or waist fit. I hadn’t even gotten to 
enhance my bustline. “Look at me.” 

“T dunno, I never think you look bad.” He kissed me. 

“Flatterer. Okay, let’s see what I’ve got in here.” Ah, one of my favorite 
finds. I pulled out a brown polyester shirt, size small. “Here you go.” 

“Yikes, welcome back to the 1970s.” He pulled off the t-shirt and put 
on the brown shirt. He had to shrink before he could button the buttons. 
“You know, even though everyone complains about polyester, it doesn’t 
feel that bad. And it’s really stretchy.” His muscles were inflating all over 
now, causing the shirt to strain to accommodate him. The buttonholes were 
pulling hard, the brown of the fabric lightening as it became more stressed. 
“I think that’ ll do.” 

I'd been hoping for more growth. Maybe later. “Right. So what do you 
have in store for me?” 

“This.” Derrick removed a man’s white dress shirt from his bag and 
tossed it to me. 

When I’d shimmied out of the sundress and into the shirt, I found it 
hung loose on stick-thin me. “I guess I could fill this with muscle,” I said, 
letting my body billow outwards, “but it’s more fun to top it off with boobs.” 
Derrick watched me avidly as my tits bounced forward, pushing out the 
shirt front. I had a good set of D-cups when I was done. 

“You’ve got my approval,” he said. But his smile slipped a bit when I 
pulled out his next set of clothes. “What is that?” 

“That's a shirt and a pair of slacks. m surprised you’ ve never seen 
them before.” 

“No, I know what they are. Why are they so small?” 

“Hey, you got me that sundress. You’ ve got no room to complain.” 

He couldn’t even fit into them until he shed all of the muscle mass he’d 
gained. He looked almost cadaverous. “I thought I'd like how you looked 
when you were that thin, but you look emaciated.” He’d had to become 
several inches taller than I was now to fit in those clothes. 

“Enough of this. Time to try something fun.” He held a bikini in his 
long, thin fingers. 

“Hey, it is nearly swimsuit season.” I unbuttoned my white shirt. The 
bikini had been made for a woman shorter and less busty than I was right 
now, so I changed myself to match the clothes. ’'d never worn a bikini, 
mainly because I didn’t like my body much. Well, I liked my body now. I 
slimmed my muscles to a level of beach-bunny toned. “See if you can see 
my tan lines.” I concentrated and my skin took on the dusky hue of a 
dedicated tanner. 

Derrick licked his lips. “That’s a sexy look for you.” He stepped towards 
me. 

“Not so fast, you mantis. You can have me if you can fit into this.” I 
brandished the next piece of clothing in triumph. 
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“Good grief. That is the biggest jock strap I think I’ve ever seen. You 
really expect me to wear that?” I handed it to him without saying anything. 
“Fine.” He disrobed, allowing me to see his emaciated body. He couldn’t 
keep the jock strap on him unless he held it up by its waistband. “Forty 
inches of waist, huh? Let’s see here.” He filled out, like a man on some 
super weight gain formula. He stopped short of having the waistline fit. 
Instead, he took up the rest of the space with muscle, leaving him with a 
barrel chest, huge shoulders, log-like legs, giant arms. 

“You’re not done yet,” I told him. The jock strap’s cup was loose. 

“T was saving that for last,” he said. The wrinkles in the fabric began to 
smooth out. I could see the head of his dick sliding up the curve of the cup, 
then over to one side in order to make room for the rest of his penis. His 
package would now make men stop and stare on the street. Women would 
faint with excitement. 

“I was going to save this for later, but now seems like the appropriate 
time.” He pulled some underwear from his bag: a big, floppy bra. 

“What size is that?” I took it from him and checked the tag. “42 F? Are 
you fucking kidding me?” 

“No complaining,” he said, pointing to his jock strap. 

“You do know that this bikini m wearing is like a 32 B, right?” He just 
stood there, hands on his muscular hips. I sighed and removed the bikini. 
The bra was huge on me. I ended up closing its four clasps in the back and 
sliding the whole thing on over my head. The underwire cleared my tits by 
over an inch. The shoulder straps were so long that the underwire hung 
around the bottom of my ribcage. “I’m going to interpret things a little 
creatively here.” I shortened the shoulder straps until the underwire was 
closer to the right position. “In theory I should make my torso bigger until 
I had the band measurement right. But that’s no fun.” My boobs surged 
forward. After two inches their tips were barely past the underwire. I kept 
going. The flat cups rounded more and more. I closed my eyes to concentrate 
on the feel of nipples sliding over cotton. 

My breasts weren’t the only thing growing. Derrick’s jock strap was 
stretching away from his body, pushed forward by the irresistible force of 
his distending dick. 

I kept my boobs growing until my nipples touched the end of the bra’s 
cups. “Hey, this bra’s a little stretchy.” Whump, my tits bounced forward. 
Whump, they bounced forward again, jiggling inside the bra. I got a few 
more whumps in before the straps were starting to cut into my flesh. I had 
a lot of volume in those boobs. “Wait a minute, no fair. You took off your 
jock strap.” He’d had to, since his penis, longer than his forearm, wouldn’t 
fit in there any more. 

“No sense in being unfair. You can take your bra off.” He moved behind 
me to undo the clasps. His prick pulsed against my shoulders. 

“Td hate to have to buy real bras for this. Do they have letter codes for 
a foot of boobs?” 
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“T don’t know, but I have over a foot of penis that would like to become 
better acquainted with your new assets,” Derrick said. 

The sex was great. We'd been teasing each other so long that our fucking 
was passionate; our release, spectacular. Afterwards, long afterwards, I 
got dressed to go back to my dorm room. “Are you sure you can’t stay?” 
he asked. 

“I told Tara Pd be back tonight.” I kissed him. “If it makes you feel any 
better, this was your best idea yet.” 

“We'll try it again, then.” 

“Tt’s a date,” I said. 

I could hear Tara moaning as I was opening the door. Was she with 
someone? There wasn’t anything tied to the doorknob to warn me. With 
the door fully open I could tell that Tara’s moans were fearful, not excited. 
“Hey, Tara, you okay?” 

She was as muscled as she’d been that day in the forest. She was 
thrashing on her bed, threatening to break it. “Tara! Tara!” I shook her, 
dodging her flailing arms. One mighty fist had punched a hole in the 
sheetrock. 

Tara’s eyes popped open. I skipped out of her reach in case she wasn’t 
fully awake. She looked around. “Melissa?” Then she saw herself. “Oh 
God, oh God, it’s true, I’m a freak!” 

“TARA!” I grabbed her, feeling her muscles flex beneath me. “It’s okay, 
it’s okay. You were having a nightmare. Calm down. Can you hear me? Be 
calm. Think about shrinking. It’s all okay.” Was Tara listening? Evidently 
she was, because her breathing slowed and she dwindled back to her normal 
Size. 

When she had calmed down enough to speak, she said, “It was terrible. 
I had this nightmare, and I was trapped, they were hunting me, and they 
put me in a cage, I think they were with a circus, they poked me with sticks 
until I grew huge so they could sell tickets.” 

“Its all right. It wasn’t real. It was just a nightmare.” I ran my fingers 
through her soft hair. “Just a nightmare. I had one the other night and woke 
up big, too. It’s all over.” 

Tara pulled back from me. “I can’t do this.” 

“Do what?” I asked, though I knew what she meant. My stomach was a 
lump inside me. 

“Tt’s just not working out for me.” Her face was wet with tears. “I was 
at a party the other night and I saw someone I could be interested in, you 
know? Like I used to? But then I started thinking, what if I get all excited 
and can’t control the robots? What if I infect her?” 

“You can’t infect—” 

“I know, I know, but I’m still afraid. You can tell me that I’m safe until 
you're blue in the face, and I'll believe you, but deep down I just know 
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I m a fucking time bomb. And then tonight I turn into the freak again.” Her 
breathing was raspy. “Not again. I m not going to be a freak.” 

“You’re not a freak.” I held her tight, rocking us both. “It’s going to be 
okay.” 

“You’re great, you know that? It isn’t about you. It’s about me.” Now I 
was crying, crying for my friend and lover. She was done. She’d made her 
decision; now all that was left was working up enough courage to tell me. 
“I just can’t be happy...’ m so afraid now. I don’t know.” Tara wiped her 
eyes with the back of one arm. 

“You want the bots gone.” 

“I don’t! Not really. If I weren't, you know, if they didn’t do things 
without telling me, fuck, I don’t know. Yes.” 

Without another word I went to my dresser and pulled out my old remote. 
“Put it against you and press the ‘Clear’ button.” I backed away to what I 
hoped was a safe distance. I crossed my arms. 

Tara stared at the remote, its business end against her sternum. She 
fingered it. “Will I lose everything?” 

I was going to lose everything. No, be fair. I still had Derrick. Tara had 
been an unexpected bonus. “I don’t know.” 

Tara was crying again. My big strong lover was bawling, holding the 
remote gingerly, as if it might explode in her hands, and then she pushed 
the button. 

Fireworks. Bright flashes of light. Adeep boom. Surely something should 
have marked the passing of Tara 2.0. Instead, nothing happened. 

Tara looked at me, still sniffling. “Melissa? I can’t hear them. I can’t, 
can’t, they’re not, oh God.” This time she didn’t cry. She wept. 

I held her until sunrise. 
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Chapter 10 
In which Our Heroine learns you’re not paranoid if 
they’re really out to get you 


Tara was better in the morning. I made her promise to call me if she had 
problems. Then I called and met Derrick in Harrison Library. 

“T ve got bad news for you about—hey, Derrick, pay attention here.” 

“Sorry. It was a weird morning. I swear, there’ve been these guys in 
suits hanging around my apartment complex, and I thought I saw one of 
them follow me into the library.” 

“Oooh, guys in suits. Scary. But not as scary as Tara dumping the bots.” 

“What?” I had his attention now. 

“She wasn’t comfortable with them any more.” 

“Damn. How are you?” 

“T m pretty shaken up, to be honest. And scared. What if she turns us 
in?” 

“She won't.” He shrugged. “And even if she does, there's nothing we 
can do short of getting rid of our own nanobots. Are you interested in 
that?” 

“No!” My answer was instinctual. I shivered. “This is starting to get 
crazy.” 

“It got crazy the moment I saw you grow. Now it’s getting crazier.” He 
smiled. 

All of my nervous energy was making me twitchy. I kissed him hard. 
“Take me. Fuck my brains out.” 

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” 

“Fine, leave my brains intact.” I put one hand down his pants and 
squeezed his stiffening cock. “But I’ve got a lot of energy I want to burn 
off.” 

“Melissa, we’re in public!” He looked around. “Fine, follow me.” We 
wound through the stacks, moving deeper into the building. “I know a 
place we can go. I found it when I was a student worker here.” 

His place was a closet back in the archives section. The section was lit 
by yellow bulbs strung every ten feet. The closet was empty save for a 
dumbwaiter. They must have once used it to move books between floors. 

I jumped him the moment the door closed and locked. I growled deep 
in my throat as I tore his clothes off of him. Forget foreplay, I wanted to go 
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straight to the sex. Derrick lifted me up, let me wrap my legs around him, and lowered 
me onto his column. 

I couldn’t resist, though. Even in my haste I wanted more than a straight-up boning. 
I commanded his bots: every time he thrusts, make him bigger. 

Lost in a haze of desire, Derrick didn’t notice at first. I did. My legs were slowly 
being forced apart, as were the lips of my cunt. I adjusted things so that P d always be 


the right size to take him. 

“Still, playing, games?” he asked as he plunged into and out of me. He was a slab of 
aman and growing, beginning to rival his size that weekend at Brad’s farm. ’'d grown 
several inches in height and overall size to take him. 

“You, know, you, like, it,” I grunted in time to his pounding. I caressed his hard 
sinews, marveling at how turned on I was. His cock began to expand so far that it hurt. 
My bots responded and made me inflate again. 

He was humongous. His head was near the ceiling. His arms were bigger around 
than my waist. His legs were frightening. I couldn’t put my arms around his neck, or 
my legs around his body. Instead, he held my ass in his mammoth hands as he guided 
me up and down his cock. My legs dangled down, my feet nowhere near the floor. P d 
let my boobs protrude forward, but even though they were fucking huge on my frame, 
he could have held them in one hand, if he had had a hand free. His orgasm was 
similarly outsized, and made me come so hard I collapsed against him. 

“Next time you be the big one,” he whispered as he lowered me to the floor. 

We dressed in silence and headed our separate ways. I had a rare daytime appointment 
with Dr. Bonds. 

He wasted no time on pleasantries. When I entered his office he said, “You” re off 
the project.” 

“What?” I said. 

“Melissa, I found this.” He had one of my backup disks. Oh shit. Shit shit shit shit 
shit. 

“What’s on that?” 

“Do not play the idiot with me, girl!” He slapped his desk, making me jump. “There 
is nO sense wasting my time or yours with false denials. The reason you did not make 
much progress on this program until I returned was because you were foolishly trying 
to create nanobots that would modify the human body, and do so in an uncontrolled 
manner.” 

ees 

‘T ve seen the code on this disk! Were you or were you not working on programs 
for extensive human modification?” 

“I was.” It was the hardest two words I'd ever said. 

“Oh, Melissa.” Even though he’d known, the admission still hurt. “This is dangerous 
technology even in the most benign case. One mistake could have spread this to the 
entire world.” 

“I know,” I whispered. 

“At least you did not try these programs.” 
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A glimmer of hope. Of course! If he had thought I had nanobots in me, 
he’d have zapped me with microwaves or had the CDC on me. “Did you 
run any of them in the simulator? None of them work properly. I couldn’t 
risk that.” 

Dr. Bonds took his pipe out of his desk drawer, chewed on it for a 
moment, and put it back. “You stopped short of the precipice, then. But I 
cannot have you working on this project any more. As bright and capable 
as you are, you have also proven yourself untrustworthy and lacking in the 
judgment needed in a situation like this.” 

Well, I was fucked. No more access to Dr. Bonds’s equipment. If he 
caught me diddling around with anything, he’d know I was up to something. 
Would he have me expelled? Turn me over to... don’t know, the Federal 
Task Force of Nanobots or something? “I’m so, so sorry,” I said. And I 
was. Mainly because I couldn’t have access to his lab, but, hey, he didn’t 
have to know what I was sorry for. 

“Yes, well. Yes.” He cleared his throat. “T ve taken the liberty of writing 
you a letter of recommendation and sending it to a few of my colleagues in 
the department. I know several projects that could use someone as bright 
and as talented as you.” 

Bless him, he was still trying to do the right thing for me. “T d like that. 
P 1l need something to work on this summer.” 

“TIl send you the professors’ names.” 

“Thanks,” I said, and backed out of his office. The last I saw, Dr. Bonds 
was Staring at the wall. 

The shakes hit as I left the building. I had to sit down on the steps and 
wait for them to pass. Everything was falling down around my ears. Pd 
lost Tara. I'd lost the project. Would I lose Derrick next? 

Thad to tell him. I called, but got his voice mail. “Derrick, it’s Melissa.” 
I couldn’t tell him. Not like this. “We need to get away for the weekend 
again. It’s not been an easy week. Could we, I don’t know, just go 
somewhere? Drive for a while? Give me a call.” 

I didn’t want to go back to my room, but I didn’t want to face anyone, 
either. Hopefully Tara wouldn’t be there. 

I rounded the corner of my dorm. Two men in dark suits and sunglasses 
were standing by the entrance. I thought of Derrick’s paranoia and shook 
my head. 

“Ms. Swensen?” One of them stepped into my path and took my arm. 
“Tm going to have to ask you to come with us.” 

Suddenly Derrick’s paranoia didn’t seem that far-fetched. 

“Really? Sure. Let me go get my—” 

“You have to come with us now.” On “now” he squeezed my arm hard. 
Fuckity fuck fuck fuck. These guys were serious. 

“T really don’t think I can do that.” 

“You don’t have a choice in the matter,” the second said. I couldn’t see 
his eyes behind his mirrored sunglasses. He was reaching inside his suit 
jacket for something. 

Everything slowed. The bots must have kicked into overdrive. Scary 
Man Number Two was still reaching for his gun or whatever he was after. 
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Scary Man Number One was scowling down at me, his hand painfully 
tight. The first thing was to take care of Scary Man Number Two. 

My right foot described a beautiful arc whose starting point was the 
pavement and whose terminus was square in the middle of his balls. My 
leg muscles burgeoned under my shorts as my foot flew in slow-motion. 
The shock of impact shook through my body. If only Scary Man Number 
Two hadn’t been wearing sunglasses. I had to content myself with imagining 
how wide his eyes were. His face sure did contort nicely. 

No time to gloat, even in my sped-up state. As the first man let go of 
my arm in surprise I whirled and grabbed his jacket. I shoved hard and 
sent him tumbling onto his ass. Since the first groin shot had worked so 
well I pivoted on my right foot and shot my left foot into his testicles. 

A syringe tinkled on the concrete and time, realizing that it hadn’t been 
paying enough attention to me, sped back up. 

Both men were writhing on the ground. The syringe lay broken next to 
Scary Man Number Two. So that’s what he’d been going for. My muscles 
had leapt into prominence. Whoops, hope no one was watching. 

I couldn’t stay here. Did they have anyone in my room? Did they have 
Tara? Fuck, is that why Derrick didn’t answer? No time to worry. Time to 
run. 

I took long, loping strides, my sinews and tendons reconfiguring from 
brute strength to endurance. I whipped out my phone while I ran for the 
parking lot. “Pick up, Derrick, pick up, pick up.” There was another man 
in a suit by my car. I swerved, time slowing again. I zipped around the 
dorm’s corner before time sped up. Time for plan B, or maybe C. 

“Melissa!” It was Derrick, finally deciding to answer his phone. 

“Are you okay? These guys in suits tried to grab me and—” 

“Me too! Did you get away!” 

“Yeah. What about you?” 

“T managed to beat on the one by my car and start driving.” Now that I 
listened I could hear the road noise. “What about you?” 

“T m running for all P m worth. Derrick, you’ ve got to pick me up.” 

“Okay, let’s meet...” He fell silent. Then, “Let’s meet where I picked 
you up for that weekend getaway.” 

“Do you think they’re listening to us?!?” I shrieked as best I could 
while running. 

“TIl see you there in five.” And he was gone. 

Derrick had picked me up at the cafeteria. I changed direction and ran 
flat-out, dodging students left and right on the sidewalk. This was too 
crowded. I switched to the road, where at least I could see oncoming cars 
soon enough to move to the other lane. I don’t know how fast I was running, 
but the wind was chapping my face something fierce. 

There was Derrick’s car! Fd never been so glad to see that clunker in 
my life. I dove into the passenger seat. “Go! I don’t care where, just go!” 
He went, balding tires squealing. 
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Chapter 11 
In which Our Heroine strikes out on her own 


“He fired you?” Derrick asked as we drove, headed downtown and out 
of the city. 

“Yeah. I don’t know if he called whomever these guys are on us, but all 
I know is that we have to get away for the weekend.” 

Derrick was shaking his head. “It won’t work. They’re going to catch 
us.” 

“They can’t catch us!” 

“They can and they will. Look, they know what we look like—” 

“We can change that!” 

“—and what we re driving—” 

“We can steal a car!” 

“Will you get a grip!” Derrick pounded the steering wheel. “We’re not 
superspies or something! We’re two college students who are in over our 
heads. They know us, they know where we live, they know what we drive, 
and they will find us!” 

“What do we do, then, huh? Give ourselves up?” I was screaming, my 
heart pounding so loud I could barely hear myself over it. 

“Yes! That’s exactly what we do! We dump the bots and—” 

“No way. No fucking way. I’m not going to dump them over a little 
setback—” 

“A little setback? Listen to yourself! This isn’t a setback! It’s a fucking 
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` i z disaster! Do you want to ruin your life over these bots? I don’t!” 
es “Fine! Pull over!” 
«£ Š “You re crazy! Let's talk this over!” 
TZ “PULL OVER!” 
a “OKAY! I WILL!” I leapt out the moment the car’s wheels stopped 
š turning. 


“Wait!” Derrick yelled. “Don’t go! Melissa, please!” 

“Fuck you! I can do this on my own! You want the bots gone, fine! Get 
rid of them! All you have to do is tell them forcefully enough!” I took off 
running blindly, feet slapping the pavement, breath forcing itself in and 
out of my lungs. 

I ran out of steam after a few blocks. I couldn’t believe Derrick had 
betrayed me as well. Well, fuck him. I’d be okay. 

Except I needed money. And I was in a part of town where I didn’t 
know anybody. 

Yes I did. I knew Rick. His apartment wasn’t more than a twenty minute 
walk from here. It had been months since I’d seen him. He’d never called 
me back. Would he even be home? 

He was home. “Melissa!” P'd remembered to change my appearance 
for him. It had been so long since I’d been limited to just one appearance 
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that I had to concentrate to remember what I'd looked like when I’d been 
with Rick. 

“Rick.” And right then I realized how stupid this was. Why would he 
give me money? I’d even imagined him running away with me. “T m— 
I’m sorry. I shouldn't have bothered you.” I went back down the stairs. 

“Wait!” He had followed me. “I don’t see you for a long time, then you 
show up on my doorstep, you’re obviously in some kind of trouble, and 
you’re just going to walk away?” 

“You don’t want to know what’s going on. Trust me. I’m sorry. I 
shouldn’t have come.” 

“Ts it drugs?” 

Icouldn’t help it. [broke down laughing. I sat on the steps and howled, 
half in amusement, half in pain. Drugs? No, what I had was orders of 
magnitude better than any drugs. 

“You know, strange things happen around you, and I should let you 
walk away, but I want to help.” 

My laughter trailed off. “Rick, you can’t help. Not really. I came here 
hoping to get some money from you, but that’s silly. Pll figure something 
else out.” 

“What do you need the money for?” 

What did I need the money for? Escape, mainly. “A bus ticket. m 
going to get out of town for a while.” 

“So this would be a long trip?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Here.” He pressed a wad of bills into my hand. “I’ve got more than I 
know what to do with, really.” 

I looked at Rick. “You don’t have to do this.” 

“T want to do this.” 

I smiled. “I can’t repay you, you know.” 

“T know.” 

Rick was either the nicest guy in the universe or a complete chump. 
And I could repay him, at least a little. I spent a few seconds making sure 
I knew what I wanted, thought the appropriate sequence of words, then 
kissed him deeply. An expeditionary force of my bots rode my spit into 
him. Over the next hour they’d multiply, bump up his dick size, augment 
his muscles, and ensure that he’d never have to go to the gym to stay that 
way. And then they’d self-destruct, gone in a flash. 

I hoped he would appreciate it. 

“Thanks.” I ran down the steps, pausing at the bottom. “Oh, Rick!” 

NST 

“Check the mirror in an hour.” With that, I ran for the bus stop and 
jumped on the next bus. 

The trip to the main bus depot stretched on for what seemed like forever. 
Icouldn’t sit still. I tapped my feet. I drummed my fingers on the seat in 
front of me, earning me a glare from its occupant. I shifted in my seat. My 
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mind wasn’t any calmer. I couldn’t string two coherent thoughts together. 
I would think about where I should go, and where I'd get the money to 
live. I wouldn’t have a social security number I could use. 

The depot was a depressing place. But if it got me out of town, I was all 
for it. I scanned the departure board to see what the furthest destination 
was. 

The needle slid into my neck, cold against my skin. Viscous liquid 
squirted into me. “Ms. Swensen, please come with us.” 

I turned, took two steps, and collapsed as if my skeleton had been 
removed. 


The light in my eyes was relentless. I blinked, trying to focus. The 
bright blur above me sharpened, becoming a bank of fluorescent lights. 

I sat up. I was in a hospital bed. A clear plastic tent covered me and the 
bed. I could see men in biohazard suits moving beyond my tent walls. 

“Ms. Swensen,” the intercom above my bed rasped. 

I couldn’t help it: I jumped. “What?” 

“We apologize for how you have been treated, but we believe you to 
have been exposed to a hazardous infection. You’ve been quarantined in 
the interest of public health.” 

“You can’t keep me here!” I was wearing a hospital gown, and I was 
unrestrained. Nothing was stopping me from bulking up and smashing my 
way out. 

“We most certainly can. Just beyond your ward are several men with 
guns. They have orders to prevent anyone infected from leaving this ward. 
No matter what.” 

Okay, men with guns were stopping me. Then, “Anyone infected? Who 
else?” 

“Tara Bicknell and Derrick Belland.” 

God. What had I done? What had I gotten them into? Would they believe 
that Tara was free of the nanobots? Had Derrick gotten rid of them in time? 
I should dump the bots. Get rid of them and figure out how to get them 
back later. But I couldn’t. Maybe I could still talk my way out of this. 
“Where am I?” 

“That's not important. We need to run a few tests on you to see if you re 
okay. If you are, you'll be released from quarantine in short order.” 

“And if I’m not?” 

“Please try to relax, Ms. Swensen. Sleep, if you can.” The intercom 
clicked off. 

I couldn’t have slept even if I had been tired. Instead I watched the 
blurry shapes of people in bio-suits move beyond my tent. I amused myself 
by making up dialog for them. 
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After an interminable time, three suits unzipped my tent and stepped 
inside. They surrounded my bed. One of them leaned over me. 

It was Dr. Jemmy Bonds. 

“Oh, Melissa, what have you done?” he asked. For once I had no answer. 
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Chapter 12 
In which Our Heroine is put to the test 


Dr. Bonds filled me in while his colleagues drew blood, measured my 
blood pressure and temperature, and in general did the invasive procedures 
doctors do so well. “They came to me this afternoon, right after you left 
my office. It appears they have been watching my research for some time.” 

“How long?” 

“That I do not know. Long enough, I suppose.” 

“Who are they?” 

“They are a CDC and FEMA task force, coordinating with the state 
Emergency Management Agency. They had been watching me. Apparently, 
when I returned early from my sabbatical and started meeting with you at 
night, they began watching you as well.” He leaned over me. “Is it true? 
Did you create nanobots that are viable inside humans?” I didn’t answer. 
He shrugged. “Well, we shall see soon enough.” 

When he started to leave, I called out, “How long will I be here?” 

His shrug was muffled by his bio-suit. “I do not even know how long / 
will be here.” He stepped out of the tent, followed by the two doctors who 
had accompanied him. 

The next two days were boring beyond belief. I lay on the bed while 
doctors and technicians occasionally came in and poked at me. To go to the 
bathroom, I had to use the bedpan under the bed. At least then the suits had 
to dump my waste. Food arrived at regular intervals. It was my only method 
of telling time. 

My only regular company was myself. I had a lot of time to think about 
how I'd screwed up. My major regret was that I hadn’t thought about really 
changing my appearance after I'd left Rick’s. I was so used to hiding my 
abilities that I hadn’t thought to disguise myself until now. Stupid. Stupid, 
stupid, stupid. 

On the third day they wheeled in the microwave receiver. If I thought it 
would do any good, I would have smashed it and the people manning the 
equipment. Instead I lay there like a good patient and let them make all 
sorts of measurements. If I was going to get rid of the bots, I probably 
should have done it before this. But I intended to make it through this and 
come out the other side, bots and all. 

They left me alone after that. It was just me, my bedpan, and my trays 
of food. I spent the time worrying about Tara and Derrick. I had dragged 
them into this. Tara had gotten rid of the bots, so she should be okay. Right? 

On the fifth day two unsuited men with rifles took me, gaping hospital 
gown and all, to a darkened room. There were two chairs in the middle. 
They took up station on either side. “Do I get a chair?” They didn’t answer, 
so I sat down in the one facing the door. 

The man who came in the room was wearing an Army uniform. He had 
two tabs on his shoulder and a box under an arm. “T m Captain Acer. I’ Il be 
your controller.” 
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“My controller? How very military of you.” 

“Quite.” There was a knock on the door. One of the guards opened it 
and was handed something. When he in turn handed it to Acer, I saw that 
it looked like a silver choker. “Ah, perfect timing. If you don’t mind.” He 
reached around my neck and fastened it. It had a stretchy bit in the back. 

“Could I stop you?” 

His smile was as thin as his moustache. “Now. I doubt you will be 
surprised to hear that you have been infected with small nanometer-scale 
self-reproducing machines.” 

“How terrible.” 

“Fortunately for us, they do not appear to be able to leave your body to 
infect others.” 

“That’s a relief.” 

“For example, neither your roommate Ms. Bicknell nor your boyfriend 
Mr. Belland is currently infected.” 

“Currently?” 

“Both admitted to having been infected, though both claimed to be free 
of any infestation. Our tests confirmed their claims. We will be releasing 
them later today.” 

There was a big weight off of my shoulders. They were going to get out 
of this mess. They’d be okay. That only left one person. “So what about 
me? Do you know how to get these nanobots out of me?” 

“Melissa, let’s not play games.” He opened the box he’d brought with 
him. The first thing he pulled out was a big red binder. Written on its cover 
were the words FOR THE PARAMEDICS. The second thing he pulled out 
was a Stack of data discs. “I have your data. You were very meticulous, by 
the way. So many notes in your code, and so many backups for us to make 
deltas against for comparison.” 

“What do you want?” 

“We’ve been working on a project of our own, you know. We tried to 
recruit Jemmy Bonds, but he was not interested in defense money. So we 
watched. Thank you for taking his project so far, by the by. We hadn’t 
expected to begin human trials for years.” 

Human trials. Oh, no. “You bastard.” 

“I do not,” he spread his hands, “take pleasure in this. But I cannot 
ignore the opportunity you have given us.” 

“You re talking about experimenting on me!” 

“No more than you have been experimenting on yourself. I will not let 
these machines be placed into someone else until we know more about 
them. It will be easier if you cooperate.” 

“You bastard!” I couldn’t stand it any more. Power flooded through 
me. I launched myself at him. 

I came to in a heap at Acer’s feet. “P11 mark you down as ‘non- 
cooperative,’ then.” 

“What have you done to me?” I couldn’t move. My bare ass was poking 
up in the air. 
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“My technicians were especially interested in the command protocol 
you developed. We have not fully deciphered all it can do, but we did 
discover how easy it is to have the nano machines choke off consciousness. 
It is also not difficult to have them remove voluntary motor functions. We 
did leave you capable of speech.” He leaned down, bringing his face to 
where I could see it. “The choker makes a very effective transmitter. Do 
not attempt to remove it. It has a deadman circuit that, if activated, would 
stop your heart.” 

He stood. “We’ll begin testing tomorrow. If you do cooperate, we will 
finish sooner and you can be released sooner. If not, we will simply have to 
command your nano machines ourselves, and hope we do not make a 
mistake.” I was staring at his feet. “Have a good evening.” His feet moved 
away and the guards’ boots moved towards me. They yanked me to my 
feet, bare ass and all. 

I could move again. I walked between the guards, down hallways and 
past closed doors, to a more permanent room than before. Instead of a 
plastic tent, it was a drab room with a foldaway bed and a metal desk. 
There was a toilet behind a curtain. 

The guards left me alone to panic quietly. 

The hours crawled by. Was that captain lying about Tara and Derrick? 
Were they really going to experiment on me? Could they get away with 
that? Ha ha ha, of course they could get away with performing tests on me. 
Who knew I was here, other than Dr. Bonds, and he had talked as if he 
were as much a prisoner as I was. 

Breakfast consisted of pallid food on a plastic tray. At least it gave me 
something to think about other than my situation. 

I heard a key in my door. Then a guard was opening it. It must be time 
for a morning full of fun tests. 

To my surprise, it was time for a shower. The moment my two guards 
escorted me into a bathroom with a shower, my skin started itching. I hadn’t 
realized how badly I wanted to bathe. The guards left me with some knobbly 
soap, a towel, and a change of clothes. Oh, to be out of this hospital gown! 
I soaked under the hot spray for as long as I thought I could get away with 
it. The new clothes turned out to be an incredibly stretchy leotard, a pair of 
shorts and some gym shoes. 

My next stop was a room outfitted like a high-tech gym. Dr. Bonds was 
off to one side, talking with a tall, rumpled-looking woman. Dr. Bonds 
gave me a worried smile when he saw me. The woman came over and 
shook my hand. “Hi, Melissa, I’m Karina Millner. Pleased to meet you.” 
She towered over me. Of course, when you re my height, a lot of people 
tower over you. 

“Hi. Er, what’s the plan here?” 

“We're going to have you do some standard exercises so we can measure 
your response to them. I’ve heard fascinating reports about what your 


nanobots can do. Are they true?” Dr. Bonds was eavesdropping from his 
side of the room, pretending to flip through some papers. 

“Depends on what you’ve been told. But, yeah, they can do some 
amazing things.” 

“That's great! m looking forward to this.” That made one of us. “I’m 
especially glad to be working with Jemmy—Dr. Bonds. He’s a legend in 
this field.” 

First stop was the treadmill. I ran and ran and ran, monitors and leads 
transmitting information to the computers Karina and Dr. Bonds were 
monitoring. They threw around phrases like “increased ATP cycle” and 
“advanced capillarisation” and “faster hydrogen ion uptake”. Me, I just 
kept running. 

“Melissa, could you increase your lean muscle mass and then run as 
fast as you can?” Karina asked. 

“I guess so.” Not too much, I warned the bots. They responded 
beautifully. I was picking up speed, my shoes slapping the treadmill. I 
glanced at Dr. Bonds and Karina. Dr. Bonds was gaping at me. Karina was 
scribbling notes furiously. 

They stepped me through endurance tests, reaction time tests, and some 
simple weight tests. They had me repeat them all, only with my muscle 
mass increased. 

“T m sure this is fun and all,” I said, gulping down water, “but I need a 
break.” 

“Bathroom’s over there,” Karina said. She didn’t even look up from 
her computer. 

Dr. Bonds was waiting for me after I finished. “Melissa, this is amazing. 
Simply amazing. What you have managed to accomplish...I am 
flabbergasted.” He clasped his hands behind his back. “I cannot condone 
your experimental procedure. You were reckless.” His grin lit up his face. 
“But, mmm, the results are stupendous. In your daring you surpassed my 
most ambitious dreams. And do not fret. According to what Captain Acer 
said, a week of testing and we will both be done.” 

I followed Dr. Bonds back to where Karina was still working. “Next on 
the list is limit testing.” 

Uh 

“It’s clear you can influence your musculature. What other gross physical 
changes have you experienced?” 

“L uh.” I probably shouldn't tell them about what I could do with my 
tits. Or my clit. “Height, mostly. The nanobots did fix my vision. I don’t 
really need these glasses.” 

“All of this stemmed from your optimization parameters?” asked Dr. 
Bonds. 

“Right. I tabulated a range of human characteristics and gave preferential 
weighting to the characteristics I thought were good, or in some cases the 
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range of characteristics I wanted available to me. There were some 
unexpected things.” 

“Such as?” Karina asked. 

“I don’t have to sleep much at all. Two, three hours and I’m good to 
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go. 

“I see. Let’s start by testing height and musculature changes.” 

“Um. These clothes...” 

“They are remarkably elastic.” 

‘T m not sure if they’re that elastic.” Karina raised one eyebrow at that. 

“Let me step out of the room for a time,” Dr. Bonds said. 

“Why don’t you see about lunch?” Karina said. “We will join you 
shortly.” 

After he’d gone, I said, “Er, and the guards?” 

Karina nodded. “Gentlemen?” The two of them, whom Id privately 
named “Tiny” (the large one, natch) and “Moe” (because he looked like 
one of the three stooges), stepped out of the room. 

“Now then,” Karina was all smiles, “you don’t have to be shy any more. 
And I’m sure your clothing will be adequate. Go ahead.” 

Smug, wasn’t she? I pulled off my sneakers and socks. “TIl start with 
height.” I shot up, quickly topping Karina by several inches. Her eyes 
were wider than before. The leotard straps were starting to dig into my 
shoulders, but Karina had been right: the thing was really stretchy. “I can 
add muscle mass, as you’ve seen.” The straps dug deeper as my muscles 
burgeoned, then less deep as my muscles flexed against them. I went as far 
as I thought my clothes would stand. That damned choker fit just fine. My 
arms hung away from my body, abducted by my size. I felt like the Hulk 
next to Karina, and she wasn’t all that thin. 

“That...that is more than I was expecting.” 

“Oh, this isn’t my limit.” I put a friendly hand on her shoulder. She 
jumped. “It’s just as far as I can go and not rip my clothes.” 

Karina stared. “How...how far?” 

I leaned down and put my lips next to her ear. “Much, much farther.” I 
concentrated and collapsed back to my normal size. I was a little sore where 
the leotard had constrained my flesh. “Let’s eat!” 

Lunch was an uncomfortable affair. Karina and Dr. Bonds weren’t much 
on small talk. They did chat some about this morning’s results. I toyed 
with my food. 

After lunch they x-rayed me. “We want to get snapshots of your internal 
structure with you in various, ah, configurations,’ Karina told me. “But 
don’t worry. Pll be there with you.” Evidently she was going to be my 
Dante on this trip through hell. 

They ran into problems, though. They took some x-rays, developed 
them, and discovered that the contrast was very poor. The next set of x- 
rays showed nothing. I overheard Karina arguing with the lab tech. “Fine!” 
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she ended up shouting. “X-ray me and show me your equipment is 
working!” 

Icooled my heels for a while, watched closely by Tiny and Moe. When 
Karina returned she was shaking her head. “Did you know that your skin 
now reflects x-ray radiation?” 

I hadn’t. “I guess that’s a new bit of optimization.” 

“We? ll look into that later. Right now you’ re to undergo a psychological 
examination.” 

Ever had a psych eval? It’s boring. If [hadn’t been in such a bad position 
I'd have entertained myself by making up answers. 

Then it was dinner time, followed by a trip back to my room. “Hey!” I 
asked Moe as he locked the door. “Can’t I have a book or something?” 
Evidently not. Who knew that being kidnapped and experimented on like 
a guinea pig would be so dull? 

If they weren’t going to entertain me, I’d have to amuse myself. I stripped 
and sat on my bed, leaning back against the cold wall. I slid my hand 
inside me and gently set about pleasuring myself. This wouldn’t be as 
exciting as being with Derrick or Tara, but it would have to do. 

Of course, there was no reason why I had to settle for plain vanilla 
masturbation. I could always pretend Derrick was here with me. What 
would he do? 

He’d make my boobs grow, of course. I put my left hand on my right 
breast and my forearm against my left breast, then started the growth. My 
boobs pushed forward, pressing against my arm. I pushed back. Flesh began 
to well up between my fingers, my nipples hardening as they moved against 
my hand and arm. 

Wow, that felt good. 

It felt even better when I bumped up my breasts’ sensitivity. They had 
forced my left arm away from my body, my tits looking like large squashed 
muffins behind it. 

It took a few minutes before I realized I’d unconsciously increased my 
clits sensitivity as well. I moaned and bucked against my right hand. I 
wasn’t paying close enough attention to my tits, so they slipped under my 
arm, jiggling down to the bottom of my ribcage. I hadn’t made my breasts 
grow like this under my own volition. [hadn’t known T d find it so exciting. 

I paused to better appreciate my tits. I smeared some of my own juices 
across my breasts and began massaging them. They grew to greater and 
greater extent, tit-flesh mounding forward, two basketball-sized orbs that 
rippled enticingly with my every move. The more I caressed them, the 
more they grew, and the hornier I got. When I pinched my nipples, I almost 
lept off the bed with excitement. 

My boobs hung just above my legs, nearly covering my crotch, when I 
could stand it no more. I flopped back onto the bed, overweighted by my 
immense tits, and plunged my hand deep into me. Hot damn, this was 
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great. Majestic mounds rose above me, pressing against the wall to one 
side and hanging off the bed on the other. My orgasm made me shriek 
before I clamped my mouth shut, afraid someone would hear. 

At least I knew how I was going to spend my off-hours now. Hey, when 
you only sleep a few hours a night, you have a lot of time to kill. This was 
better than any book they could have given me, anyway. 
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Chapter 13 
In which Our Heroine is truly put to the test 


My days settled down into a routine. In the morning I performed various 
physical feats. After lunch I did more mental tasks, from more psych evals 
to memory tests. At night I pleasured myself for hours on end. 

Two days after the x-ray fiasco they put me in an MRI. Lying still for 
up to an hour in an MRI became just one more thing I had to do. At the end 
of each day I’d ask Karina, “Are we done yet? Can I go home now?” And 
Karina would always answer, “Soon!” Even my nightly ministrations were 
becoming boring. I’d run through a number of variations, including letting 
my clitoris grow until it extended several inches from my labia, then stroking 
it as if it were a penis. 

After my shower one morning, Moe and Tiny escorted me to a new 
room and sat me in a chair. An enclosed balcony with large glass windows 
looked down at me. This did not look good. 

“Good morning, Ms. Swensen.” 

“Captain Acer. I can’t say I’m glad to see you.” He’d been absent from 
all of my testing. 

“We have some very important people visiting us today. When the time 
comes, you will stand here and let us manipulate your nano machines for 
the benefit of our guests. Once we have finished, we will flush the machines 
from you and return you to your university, no worse for wear.” 

“Uh huh.” 

Captain Acer shrugged. “Believe me or not. We have the data we need, 
and should be able to begin work with volunteers soon. That makes you 
unneeded. You will leave here with payment for your time and the thanks 
of your country. All that will remain is for you not to tell anyone what 
happened.” 

“Sounds like you’re bribing me,” I said. “Paying me so that I'll play 
along.” 

“No, it’s not a bribe. It’s an act of kindness, an apology for the things 
we have had to do. No, we are not paying you to keep you quiet.” He 
smiled. “To keep you quiet, I will simply remind you that from now on, 
you will be watched. Your communications will be monitored. Should you 
tell people of your experience, or attempt to work on nanotechnology ever 
again...well, do remember that you are using your get-out-of-jail-free card 
this time.” He smiled again. 

I leaned away from him. “I thought you didn’t like doing this kind of 
stuff.” 

“I do not. But do not mistake my lack of pleasure for reluctance or 
incompetence.” He nodded and left the room. 

An hour passed before the lights went on in the observation room. 
Captain Acer was up there, along with a gaggle of people. Everyone was 
deferring to a man with steel-grey hair. The top dog, obviously. 
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“Please stand up,” Captain Acer said over an intercom. I complied. 

Then I was enlarging, bones lengthening and muscles expanding. Over 
the course of ten seconds I grew until I was as large as I had gotten for 
Karina that first day. I stood still, knowing that I wouldn’t get more than 
five steps away before Acer would knock me out. Instead I watched the 
people—all men, of course—in the observation booth and pretended I could 
see what they were saying. I started making up their conversation. 

Acer: “As you can see, I have a dick of unusual smallness.” 

Grey-haired man: “Very good, Captain. How much testing did it take to 
determine this?” 

Technician: “A lot, sir, because we had such trouble finding it.” 

The grey-haired man leaned over and twisted a knob. My height shrunk, 
though not my muscles. Another twitch and my muscles swelled even more. 
My standard-issue leotard was becoming extremely uncomfortable. 

He left me like that, turning back to Acer. This time I tried to read lips in 
earnest. I found I could guess at a lot of what they were saying. 

Grey-haired man: “So [something something] control her size?” 

Acer: “Yes, sir. [Something] on the data we have, we [something] human 
trials [something] volunteers.” 

Grey-haired man: “How much can she withstand?” 

Acer: “General?” 

Grey-haired general: “Pain, endurance, size. [Something something] 
see how far she can take things.” 

Acer: “We are releasing [something] this afternoon!” 

General: “[Something something] opportunity. You are authorized 
[something] destructive testing as needed—” 

I didn’t cry. I didn’t run. I stood there, numb inside, replaying the 
general’s words in my mind. Despite what I had told Acer, I had half- 
believed him. More fool, me. A captain isn’t at the top of the food chain. 

When they let me deflate I collapsed into the chair. I didn’t move, even 
when I heard Acer walk in long after my demonstration was over. 

“Ms. Swensen.” 

“You re letting me go, now, right?” I stared at him, wishing I could 
crush his head by force of will alone. 

“T regret to inform you that I will no longer be your controller.’ He 
wouldn’t look at me. “I have been reassigned. You are to be detained for 
further testing.” 

“You can’t do this. You can’t let them do this.” He’d been reassigned? 
That meant he wasn’t willing to play along. “You know this isn’t right. 
You can stop this!” 

“Guards, please escort Ms. Swensen back to her room.” 

“No! Don’t let them, Acer! Don’t!” And then blackness rose up and 
took me. 

It turned out I was wrong. Karina wasn’t my Dante. Moe and Tiny 
were. They installed the camera in my room to watch my every move. 
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They were the ones who took me to each successively-deeper level in hell. 
They took me to the refrigerator, where I shivered my way into 
unconsciousness, though not, if the techs were to be believed, as soon as I 
should have. They led me to the chair where electric shocks were 
administered and my pain levels recorded. My nanobots did what they 
could to block my pain receptors, but they could be overwhelmed. 

They could also be stopped from helping. My captors had recorded a 
lot of data using my choker, which both sent commands to my bots and 
relayed what they were doing to the technicians. 

The pain wasn’t the worst part. The bots did an astounding job of healing 
me and removing the pain as soon as each test was done. I did black out 
often, waking up to find blood and snot running down me. 

What was worse was them testing how my body could change. 

It always began the same way. Moe or Tiny would put me naked on a 
gurney and wheel me from my room to a lab. The technicians would send 
commands to me through my choker, to see what all my body could do. 
They would compress me, shrinking me until I could shrink no more. They 
would stretch out my height, making me ten, twelve, fifteen feet tall. They 
would turn their knobs and my muscles would leap, coiling and growing 
until I could take no more, until I would scream from the pain of being 
pushed farther than I could go, blood seeping from my skin. Many times 
they had to disconnect my motor functions to keep me from thrashing 
around too much, leaving me helpless, a prisoner in my own body. They 
would finish violating me and then Moe or Tiny would wheel me back to 
my room, where I would curl in a ball and cry. 

There was one technician who loved my breasts. Every time he was in 
charge he would send his commands and my breasts would bloat. I would 
feel them pushing out, at first in inches, then in feet. Their flesh would 
creep across and down my body. After a certain size not even the tighter 
flesh around my breasts could keep up. They would sag and puddle. They 
covered my body all the way down to my feet, rising above me and 
overflowing the gurney. I would become two breasts with a small woman 
attached to them. The technician would shrink them down and inflate them 
again, over and over, his breath coming quick as he did so. 

It was like being raped several times a day, each and every day. They 
invaded my body, hurt me, broke me. Each night I sat in my room and 
communicated with the bots. They were slower and slower to answer my 
call, as if I was forgetting how to talk to them or they were forgetting how 
to listen. 

I grew so desperate that I commanded the bots to leave me. Even if the 
military would kill me, it was worth it to end my torment. The bots didn’t 
listen to me, though. Bastards had probably blocked that command. In my 
despair I asked the bots to kill me. No luck. 

Eventually the bots stopped responding at all. All that was left to me 
was pain, and sleep, and the blank times when nothing happened at all. 
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Thallucinated. Sometimes, when they were expanding me, I would dream 
that Derrick was there, that he was helping me through this. I would babble 
apologies to him, tell him how wrong I had been and how stupid I was for 
getting him involved. Sometimes I saw Derrick and Tara sprawled dead 
and dumped in an unmarked grave. Sometimes, less and less often, I 
fantasized that Derrick rescued me. 

I got the shock of my life when it actually happened. The door to my 
room sprang open. Derrick and Dr. Bonds were standing in the doorway. I 
stared at them. 

“Come on, pick her up,” Derrick said. The room whirled around me. 
They were putting me on a gurney. “No, no!” I shrieked, making Derrick 
hiss, “Calm down! We're getting you out of here!” 

“First I have something to take care of.” Dr. Bonds held a box against 
my neck. The room fell silent. I was slow to realize that the buzz of the 
nanobots, the buzz in my ears that said, “we're here and listening,” was 
gone. I was alone. It was a relief. Dr. Bonds pulled the choker off of me, 
snapping it. I heard a relay in it trip, felt the choker get hot as it sent out its 
lethal command, rendered useless by Dr. Bonds. “Now we may go.” 

There were guards and technicians. Dr. Bonds took care of them all, 
spraying them in the face with something that sent them crashing to the 
floor. “I can’t believe those bots work so well,” Derrick said after Dr. Bonds 
put an entire room of people to sleep. 

“Merely a focused application of the technology used on Melissa,” said 
Dr. Bonds. 

“Hang on a sec,” Derrick told Dr. Bonds. He was rummaging in a freezer. 
I heard the sound of glass breaking. Then, “Okay, done.” 

We were outside. Outside! I hadn’t seen the sky in forever. I wept as 
they helped me into a car. They threw a blanket over me and drove. 

“How?” I murmured. I was so tired, but I had to know. 

“You can thank your Captain Acer. He evidently left the project when 
they began—well. I had no idea he was no longer involved. I had been let 
go before him, and they would not tell me what had happened to you. Then 
Captain Acer informed his superiors what was going on.” 

“He turned whistle-blower,” Derrick said. “Cost him his commission.” 

“He was kind enough to keep me informed of what was planned. There 
is currently a raid going on inside that infernal facility. He suggested that 
we remove you if at all possible, to prevent your possible death. We 
complied, of course.” 

“Amazing,” was all I could whisper. I couldn’t stay awake any more. I 
let myself fade away. 
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Chapter 14 
In which Our Heroine resumes a normal life 


Dr. Bonds and Derrick drove me to a hospital. The doctors couldn’t 
find anything wrong with me other than extreme fatigue, but agreed to 
keep me overnight for observation. By the next day I felt physically good 
enough to leave. 

Mentally I was a wreck. I needed counseling from someone who 
understood post-traumatic stress syndrome. Good thing the Army has those 
in spades. 

Oh, right, you’re probably wondering what happened with General 
Grey-Hair and his cronies. Ex-Captain Acer did not sacrifice his military 
career in vain. The raid turned up enough evidence for a hundred courts- 
martial. At the same time, the Army didn’t want any of that evidence coming 
to light. Nor did they want me hanging around, suing their asses for all 
they were worth. 

I settled. Yes, I let the Army buy me off with a gargantuan lump-sum 
payment. Your tax dollars at work. (Did you know that they taxed the 
money they gave me? I laughed and laughed when I found that out.) The 
Army also provided some top-notch counseling, from people who had first- 
hand experience with some really shitty stuff. I still have nightmares from 
time to time, but they tell me that’s normal. At least I can walk down the 
street without wanting to cower in fear. 

The Army was keen on examining me to see what long-term changes 
the bots had made in me, but I declined, thank you very much you insensitive 
fucks. I still only sleep a few hours a night, and my eyes are as sharp as 
ever. Whatever the bots did to rearrange my physiology for peak 
performance, they did so permanently. 

Allin all, I figure I paid for my sins and learned a valuable lesson in the 
process: don’t fuck around with science. Actually, I learned a second 
valuable lesson: don’t let the military catch you and use you as a guinea 
pig. If I had it to do over again—okay, I’d probably have tried the bots out. 
But I would have gotten rid of them earlier. At the very least I would have 
done what Derrick suggested and dumped them at the first sign of trouble. 

My consolation prize is that I didn’t screw up Tara and Derrick. At least 
I paid the final price myself. And Dr. Bonds ended up getting a lot of fat 
research contracts for his troubles. 

I spent my summer taking as many classes as I could stand. My final 
junior semester was a wash, so that was my only choice if I planned on 
graduating on time. It wasn’t the most fun I’d ever had, but compared to 
my spring, it was just fine. 

My senior year was great. By that point I was over the worst of my 
trauma. I even started dating again. Freed of my nanobot obsession I was 
better able to appreciate my time in college. If you talked to my friends 
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I’m sure they’d agree that I was a lot more considerate and more plugged 
in to what they were doing. I especially spent more time with Gerry and 
Linda. You didn’t hear much about them, did you? That’s because I had on 
blinders throughout this whole escapade. 

Tara and I stayed roommates, although we never talked about what had 
happened. Some times she would start to say something, then think better 
of it. I was glad that, despite everything, we’d made the transition from 
lovers back to friends. 

Derrick and I were still friends as well, though our nanobot-fueled 
romance evaporated. At first I think he was afraid he’d frighten me if he 
made any advances. He was probably right. But by the time I was ready to 
be intimate again, when I could pay attention to anything beyond my own 
head, we’d missed the moment. We still hung out, and he was my best 
friend, the guy with whom I could confide everything, but it wasn’t the 
same. 


Nothing was the same, but in a good way. My college years were ending. 







I got a job offer from a pharmaceutical company, Harcomb Achers, in their 


R&D program. Interestingly enough, I got approached by a number of 
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three-letter agencies. I certainly had the physical chops to do some of what 


they wanted, but I wasn’t going anywhere near the government for a while. 
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Besides, if things went as I expected them to, soon they’d have their own 
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nanobot-fueled super-agents and they wouldn’t need me. 
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So I went to classes and partied, had my counseling sessions, and worked 
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on my senior research project—not nanobots, thank you very much. All 
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the while I ignored as best I could the looming date of graduation, when I 
would leave BEU forever and begin a presumably adult life. 

Graduation was not to be denied. All too soon I walked across the stage, 
took my diploma, and moved the tassel of my mortarboard. Holy fuck, I'd 
done it. I’d survived college despite myself. 

I convinced my parents to let me party with friends that night, the last 
time we’d all be together. Tara danced like she’d never danced before, a 
whirling dervish of energy and sexuality. Gerry and Linda, having started 
dating just a few months before, were necking in the corner. I chatted with 
people, willing time to slow down. 

Eventually Derrick and I found ourselves out back, alone under the 


stars. His grin was crooked. “We made it.” 
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“Yeah.” I leaned against the porch railing and stared up into the night. 
“Yeah, we did.” 

“You looking forward to your job?” 

“You know, I think Iam.” I leaned against him. “It’s time for a change.” 

Derrick cleared his throat. “Speaking of which, I haven’t given you 
your graduation present yet.” He handed me a long, flat box wrapped in 
bright paper. 

“Aw, you didn’t have to do that.” 

“Sure I did. You’re headed to Europe this summer, and who knows 
when we'll see each other next.” As I ripped through the paper he said, “It 
took me a while to make up my mind, but I thought you deserved to have 
this.” 

Inside the box, nestled in cotton balls, was a capped syringe. It was 
filled with a clear solution. “Derrick...?” 

“It was an impulse. I grabbed it on our way out of where you were 
being...that lab. I don’t know why. It was sitting in a freezer, nicely labeled 
and everything. Afterwards I got scared and hid it. Didn’t touch it for years. 
This afternoon, after graduation, I went to get it.” 

I couldn’t look away from the syringe. “Do you even know if they’ re 
still active in there?” 

“No clue. You'll have to tell me.” 

“You didn’t...?” 

Derrick shook his head. “I’ve had enough fun to last me a lifetime. 
Your tiny friends have done plenty for me already. But I wanted you to 
have the same choice.” 

“You know, these things ended up being a world of trouble.” 

“In that case, P11 just squirt the liquid into the grass and we can—” 

“No!” I yanked my hands away from him so he couldn’t get at the 
syringe. 

Derrick laughed. “That’s what I figured. Go ahead.” He pointed at the 
syringe. “TIl see you around.” He walked back into the party. 

It wasn’t too late. I could still get rid of the bots and walk away from it 
all. They caused me so much trouble and so much pain. It would be easiest 
if I abandoned my old dream. But even as I thought that I was sliding the 
needle into my arm and depressing the plunger. Were they alive? Did they 
still know how to make contact? 
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Is this how junkies feel, knowing intellectually that they shouldn’t, but going ahead 
and feeding the craving anyway? 

They were buzzing in my ears. 

Oh, man. Oh, man. When I concentrated, I felt my tits plumping forward. All the 
old commands and pathways were still there. This was my chance. No more stupid 
mistakes. I'd have all my time in Europe to make plans. I was an older, wiser Melissa 
now. I would be more careful. This was like a final reward for everything that had 
happened. 

This time, I was going to do things right. 


The End 


